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** Wtth plAoe, with gold, ivith power— oh, aak me not 
With theee m j Uttle hour of life to blot 
A Uttle hour, indeed 1 and I would tain 
Its moments spend in what is worth its pain. 
What traveler would faint tfarooffh troubloos lands 
To gather cxi3j what must leave his hands t 
The moment that he takes his homeward ship t 
Buth's goods and gauds give every man the slip ; 
But wealth of thought, and richer wealth of love, 
Must pass for coin in any world above. 
The good to others done while here I strive 
Is all at last that shall my dying shrive ; 
And, setting sail, my slight self -conquests store 
Is all my freight if I shall come to shore." 

—James B. We&t. 
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I INSCRIBE THIS ROMANCE WITH FOND 
AFFECTION TO THE MEMORY OF MY 
DEAR BROTHER, THE LATE AMOS W. SANG- 
STER, LANDSCAPE PAINTER AND ETCHER. 

" Lo, as the years are fleeting, 

With their burden of toil and pain, 
We know that the page 
Of that primal age 
Will open up once again." 

— Charles Sangster^ 
Late of Kingston, Ontario. 
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In offerkhg this Utile book to my I 



charitcMe readers^ it is with a fuU con- 
ception qf its incompleieness in many 
respects. It Jms been written under 
very sad and trying- circumstances^ 
aU qf which werefarjrom being favor- 
able to the clothing of literary inspira- 
tion in Jitting" garments, 

U. N. S. 
Buffalo, N. F., 1909. 
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THE POWER OF GOLD 

CHAPTER I 

After Twenty Years 

PLEASE, mamma, do say yesl Amitie and micle 
wish it so much; with the study of music, French, 
and German three years will quickly pass — then think 
of those years abroad — wandering through the streets of 
London and bowing down to worship at the shrines of the 
great masters and philosophers of the old Roman world. 
Cousin Lucile says we will take it all in; that uncle will 
defray the entire expense. Please, dear mamma, may I 
go?" 

The speaker. Pearl Lucile Vandeventer, a handsome, 
fair-haired girl of seventeen, gazed pleadingly and lov- 
ingly into the noble face of the gray-haired woman bend- 
ing over her, then, with a girlish impulse to assist in 
furthering her cause, threw her arms affectionately 
around her mother's neck, lovingly imprinting a kiss upon 
a pair of smiling lips. 

" There now, I suppose you imagine that you have 
gained the dayl '* returned the mother, clasping her child 
in her arms and tenderly returning the affectionate token. 
As the pair gazed lovingly into each other's eyes, the younger 
with a look of youthful expectancy, the elder wearing a 
perplexed, undecided expression of countenance, inter- 
mingled at times with a shade of pathetic sadness, they 
made a strikingly beautiful picture for the artistic eye, as 
a finer illustration of youth and declining years endowed 
with the true elements of love and affection would seem 
difiicult to find, yet many just such a study from nature, 
free and unaffected, is often hidden from our view. 

[1 ] 
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Mrs. John Vandeventer was seemingly a woman o£ 
fifty-five years, though only forty-five. Her haur in 
natural waves partially covered a brow of snowy white- 
ness. Though English by birth, her features were more 
of the Grecian type, and classically beautiful. She wsls 
of the average height, with a certain ancestral dignity in 
her bearing, telling characteristically of good blood and 
careful rearing. 

Pearl Lucile, her only living child, was in features 
almost the exact counterpart of her mother, the eyes ex- 
cepted. Pearl's being of a soft brown, large and dreamy 
at times, and as often again brimming over with unre- 
strained girlish mischief; her mother's were of a deep, 
sparkling blue, time not having dimmed their brightness, 
though ill health and the invasion of that dreaded visitor, 
" death," who had robbed her of her loved ones, had turned 
her hair to silvery whiteness. 

Pearl Lucile bore her mother's given name with that of 
a favorite niece, who was at the present time their guest 
from New York City, the land of her birth being London, 
England. Lucile Mason was the only child of James K. 
Mason, brother to Mrs. Vandeventer, who for numerous 
reasons had left his native country, adopting the United 
States of America as his home, fully enjoying the unfet- 
tered freedom of this our great republic surrounded by 
all the glories of our national independence. 

Mrs. Vandeventer's husband was the sole survivor of a 
fine old German family. She became his wife only a few 
hours after the interment of his deceased father, under 
sad and very trying circumstances. 

John Vandeventer's father, late of Koenigsberg, Ger- 
many, was left a widower very young, his wife having 
died shortly after the birth of their first child, a boy who 
bore his father's given name. So grief -stricken was he 
over the death of his young wife, that he remained single 
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during the rest of his lonely life, centering all his remain- 
ing love on the infant babe, whose entrance into his stately 
home had been made at such a cost. 

The beautiful ancient castle in which John Vande- 
venter's grandparents were born, was built sometime dur- 
ing the seventeenth century at Koenigsburg. It stands 
upon a vast elevation, overlooking the Rhine, where all 
along the banks of this noted river, as far as the eye can 
reach, are niunerous other rarely beautiful castles, all of 
which have been conceded by critics to be superbly 
resplendent in the wonderful setting of picturesque 
beauty with which nature has surrounded them. 

The high, mountainous land upon which Castle Vande- 
venter stands gives one a fine view of the surrounding 
country for many miles. To its right, afar in the 
misty distance, can be seen the ruins of Castle Drachen- 
f els, whose erection dates back to the sixteenth century. 
Its foundation rests upon the highest point of what is 
called " The Seven Mountains," and is said to be histori- 
cally connected with many mysterious tragedies of the 
darker ages. 

. "The Castled Crag of Drachenfels," 

Frowns o'er the wide and winding Rhine, 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine. 

— Byron 

This ancient landmark stands close neighbor to another 
ruin, whose history has been handed down through the 
agency of past rumors that come echoing back from 
oblivion's closet — telling of ghastly deeds, consisting of 
criminal depredations enacted within the household — 
where one brother's life goes out by the hand of another. 

Those quaint structures are still extant in all the solem- 
nity of their ruinous and ghostly surroundings, attracting 
the attention of tourists who travel the world over seeking 
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out the wonders of the mighty past, with all their harrow- 
ing and heart-rending recollections. 

A brighter day dawned for the inmates of Castle 
Vandeventer, however, when twenty-one years later their 
first "wee boy" had passed his majority and, with his 
father's consent, had brought home a fair-haired English 
bride, whose happy, merry laugh and winsome ways 
brought back light and joy to that so long-lonely mansion. 
Three bright boys were the outcome of the happy 
union; like the father, they crept into the heart of their 
over-indulgent grandfather, becoming his special care and 
consideration. 

It had been the custom for generations that the first- 
bom in the Vandeventer family (if a boy) should bear the 
father's given name, hence, the eldest son was invariably 
christened John; thus, according to rule, it came to pass 
that when the motherless boy first opened his eyes in one 
of the grand old rooms of Castle Vandeventer, his name 
had preceded him — being that of John W. Vandeventer, 
whose first-born also fell into the same inheritance, — his 
two younger boys were named after their mother's side 
of the house — Sylvester and Waldorf. 

It was grandfather Vandeventer's wish that when 
John's children had been graduated from college (after his 
demise) that their father, disposing of the entire estate, 
would remove with his wife and family to London, where 
his grandsons had formed many acquaintances during 
their sojourn at one of that city's leading universities. The 
indulgent grandfather having planned many visionary 
dreams for the future of his beloved grandchildren, one of 
which was to have them enter into a society in keeping with 
their station and good old family name, which would also 
give to them the opportunity for satisfying each youth- 
ful aim or ambitious aspiration, the wisdom of which was 
revealed all too soon to the deluded minds of their parents. 

[ 4 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEE OF GOLD 

When John Vandeventer's youngest son became of age, 
his father died, leaving him an enormous estate, from the 
residue of which he derived an ahnost princely income. 
Two years later, disposing of this vast property, he fol- 
lowed the dictates of his father's will, removing with his 
family to London, where, like all persons of wealth and 
family distinction, he experienced little difficulty in passing 
through the gateway of English aristocracy; he was also 
successful in securing two beautiful homes: one in Lon- 
don, the other miles out in the country, which is a well- 
known custom among the English patrician; the latter 
place being where they reside, for the most part, perma- 
nently — coming only to the city home during what is 
called the " season," or on other important occasions. 

The residence in London purchased by John Vande- 
venter, was located in that part of the city known as " The 
West End," by which name that part of London — 
west of " The Temple ' — ^is called, where more money is 
spent and squandered than in any other part of the city. 
There the fashions are created, and the laws made; as the 
season opens, it is there that Parliament sits; it is there 
that, in all its fantastic and regal beauty, stands the palace 
of the queen, the stately mansions of aristocracy, the 
numerous club houses, art galleries, government offices, 
barracks, Houses of Parliament, Westminster Abbey, 
and other structures of fame, as is historically recorded. 

" The West End " is also noted for its beautiful and 
picturesque squares, its artistic parks and gardens, and for 
its brilliant display of gorgeous equipages with pompous- 
looking lackeys, and numerous stately attendants in livery. 
It is there that you see the elite of all London, as they come 
flocking to their mansions in town during the " season," 
beginning May first, and ending with July, when the 
whole world seems, for a time, in a blaze of light, made 
resplendent with the glory of human vanity, wherein all 
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nations bow to earthly idols — all regardless of the Throne 
Beyond, where sits, unseen by mortal eye, the only Great 
Ruler of the Universe, the true Maker of its laws, and of 
its controlling forces. At the operas some of the most 
talented artists of the world are performing, and putting* 
forth their most brilliant efforts, thereby to cater to the 
pomp and pageantry of monarchal glory. 

The art galleries, upon whose waUs are reposing some 
of the best works of the old and the new masters, are 
thrown bpen; there Rembrandt is seen in the seemingly 
ghostly splendor of the long ago; who, with Raphael, 
Titian, Rubens, Guidoreni, Murilla, and myriads of others 
have left some one of their great productions, thereby 
encouraging nobler and higher aims within the soul of 
each aspiring lover of art and would-be artist. 

It was in the midst of those princely and classical sur- 
roundings that John Vandeventer had been successful in 
purchasing a beautiful mansion; those having it in trust, 
for some unexplained financial reason, being f dreed to 
dispose of it. This residence was situated in the neighbor- 
hood of Hyde Park, where, not far off, stand some of the 
most costly and palatial homes; it was known as "The 
Ellisf ord House," having been at one time the property of 
the late Lord Ellisf ord, who had only been deceased several 
months when it was up for sale, the name being retained by 
its new possessor. 

The Ellisf ord House, with its many-storied and towered 
rooms, its winding stairways of marble, the inlaid walks 
of granite, and the magnificent driveways, laid out amid 
picturesque surroundings of miniature lakes and floral- 
bedecked gardens, is seemingly a dream of loveliness, yet 
strange to relate, some day in the fathomless future, long 
after its present owner is laid to rest, his eldest son and 
heir will find his name connected with one of the most 
awful experiences of his life, ending in a terrible tragedy 
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and would-be murder, the news of which would, through 
the agency of newspapers and other periodicals, be sent 
out by the mighty press, penetrating all parts of the globe, 
proving that " all that glitters is not gold," an authenti- 
cated fact which time sooner or later reveals to us, when we 
see the golden lore fading from our grasping vision, tak- 
ing with it friends — such who worship at its shrine. 

But enter the dwelling, see order supreme — 

Enthroned like a goddess, as fair as a dream; 

Where the eye may not weary, the sense may not pale. 

For the genius of harmony reigns over all. 

Over fresco and painting, o'er ceiling and wall. 

What color shown in this master design — 

Where Bacchus sits, covered with the leaf of the vine, 

But retreating half conquered with rich ruby wine; 

What beauty in Rubens, a Titian — this Mars; 

How lovely the Venus, asleep 'neath the stars; 

How graceful this God-like Apollo, and here. 

Despite her entreaties, all pallid with fear. 

Dread Pluto has seized the Sicilian maid. 

To bear her away to the region of shade! 

Here Jupiter, Juno, Minerva, and there 

Are myriads of others — in value as rare. 

This gives but a faint description of the beauty within, 
and the artistic display of wealth throughout, this superbly 
magnificent residence. Yet we are told that not far from 
all such loveliness, there are standing in this great London 
to-day some of the blackest dens of gambling and vice, 
where ladies of high social standing indulge and stake their 
worldly possessions, goaded ever on by that inward desire 
for gain. It was to this great city of temptation that 
John Vandeventer was fated to bring his three eligible 
sons to establish their so-called social standing. There 
they were received with open arms by mothers who had 
marriageable daughters, and courted by their dissipated 
and fast brothers. 

Waldorf, the youngest, was a graceful, slender youth, 
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whose laughing blue eyes and merry disposition made him 
a social success with both old and young. His brother, 
Sylvester, next older than he, though a little more digni- 
fied but just as fond of social pleasure, was likewise 
courted and fawned upon by designing mammas. 

Unfortunately for Waldorf and Sylvester Vande- 
venter, they were easily influenced, and once out upon the 
highway of Ufe were not proof against the awful free- 
dom of imrestrained temptation thus suddenly thrust 
upon' them, the influence of which showed its effect by 
alluring them into the vortext of worldly dissipation, 
which so often leads to the lower order of lifers so-called 
pleasures, consisting of gentlemanly gambling, fast 
horses, wine, and women. 

Their fast mode of living soon ended their existence, 
having made great inroads into their father's wealth; he 
was called upon frequently to liquidate their debts, which 
pride bade him do, to cover up their lawlessness. Syl- 
vester was shot in a gambling den, the murderer escaping 
by leaving the coimtry. Waldorf slowly ended his days 
as a consumptive, his frail and broken-down constitution 
being unable to withstand the awful strain upon it, tired 
nature giving out, no longer able to cope with the imnat- 
ural elements assailing her forces. For nature's God 
never errs; it is only when we, in unwise ways, disobey the 
laws laid down by the Great Architect of this boundless 
universe that we learn, all too late, of the transgression. 

Owing to the terrible strain upon her for the last few 
years their mother's health gave way, forcing her to retire 
from all social life. The degrading ending of her boys 
had so weakened life's golden cord that after a short illness 
she closed her eyes in the unconscious slumber of death's 
dreamless sleep; ere departing, leaving her husband to 
the care of their one remaining comfort, their eldest son, 
" Our good, steady John," as she so often smilingly called 
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him, and as he pledged himself to accept the trust, in words 
sacred in their manly eloquence, he was rewarded by a lov- 
ing smile from her cold lips and a fleeting Ught of grati- 
tude from the fast vanishing sight of her loving eyes, ere 
her soul had passed from their presence; and one bright 
morning in the early fall, just as the leaves were turning, 
they laid her to rest in the family burial place, down deep 
within nature's gloomy sepulcher, beside her dearly be- 
loved but unwisely trained children. 

John Vandeventer having been endowed with more 
firmness of mind than were the other sons, had wisely 
withstood the test of too much earthly indulgence, suffer- 
ing great mental sorrow over the untimely ending of his 
beloved brothers, whom he was powerless to restrain in 
their downward journey of dissipation and degradation. 

To John Vandeventer, his mother's death was a crushing 
blow, but, owing to the enfeebled condition of his father, 
rendered doubly dear by his tottering footsteps and sad- 
dened countenance that mirrored the deep-seated trouble 
within, he became his constant companion, crushing back 
his own grief to add solace to one whose sorrow was still 
greater. It was a most impressive sight to behold this 
devotion, the younger acting as a prop to the elder. Each 
day, the weather permitting, they were seen, arm in arm, 
taking their morning walk through shady lanes and past 
beds of lovely floral creations, — such as bloom in the early 
spring, the winter having been a long and lonely one 
within, saddened by the absence of that sainted wife and 
mother. 

Each receding day brought to John Vandeventer*s per- 
ceiving eyes his father's f aihng health. One bright morn- 
ing, when in the midst of their daily walk, his father was 
stricken suddenly to the ground; he gathered him up in his 
strong young arms, carrying him within to be laid upon his 
bed, never more to arise. Physicians having been sum- 
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moned, pronounced it paralysis, giving no hope, as the 
second stroke had so swiftly followed the first, leaving him 
unconscious of all worldly cares. 

In facing this last great sorrow, John Vandeventer's 
courage was almost superhumanly heroic, thereby giving 
proof of the sterling qualities of manhood with which he 
was endowed, so that when the lamp of his father's life 
began to darken, when the little light flickered and grew 
smaller to human observation, he did not falter, but sat 
ever tenderly holding the fast-chilling hand, almost fram- 
ing a wish, that he, too, might follow into the Great Un- 
known, from whence our loved ones never return. Thus 
it came to pass, one bright morning in the spring time, 
when May in all her glory had enteired in, that another 
tired soul went out, passing into that mysterious land, — 
a beautiful smile hovering over his pallid lips, and a glow 
of ethereal splendor lighting his eyes (that had almost 
crossed the boundary line of earthly vision) , leading one 
to think that she who had gone before had met him at the 
Immortal Gateway. 

Alone! in that room of death and sorrow! — ^long after 
the loving heart had ceased to beat — John Vandeventer 
sat holding the pulseless hand of his cherished dead; it was 
only at the quiet entrance of Jacob Burns, one of Ellis- 
ford's old and valued servants, that, with tearless eyes, his 
voice, in mournful tones, found utterance, saying: 

" He has gone, Jacob! His sufferings are at an end; 
poor, dear, dear father." 

" Aye, soir, an' he hae sic a peaceful look; you should 
nae moind his gain' ! The guid Lord kens him weel, an' 
dina spare sae guid a mon. Ye must brace up mon, an' 
hae a wee drap o' coffee, an' lay thee doon a bit," said this 
great big-hearted Scotchman, as, with tears welling in his 
own eyes, he linked his arm within that of his young mas- 
ter's, gently leading him from the room, and the grief- 
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stricken mourner was willing to be led from that silent 
form, sorrowful and disheartened. 

Mysterious monarch — called death! what art thou, who 
entereth into every home; by whose coming the greatest 
are laid low; who spareth none, and all that remains of 
what you leave sinks into nature's soil, — to moulder and 
to fade from all — but memory? Thus it is with the beau- 
tiful flowers, they entrance our vision for a short time only; 
ere their loveliness is fairly understood, they, drooping — 
die; then vanish like bright dreams from earthly sight; 
but deep within nature's boundless vault is scattered some 
life-given element wherein each seed becomes a germ, 
which, guided by the principles of light, heat, and moisture, 
send up another shoot from earth's dark ground, upon 
whose stalks bloom other flowers as fair. Thus it ever 
seems that each little mite is centered in its own destiny, 
passing from one life to another, just as does the human 
soul, when it passes upward to its God, into that unknown 
land, where the Great Gate closes upon our idols as we bow 
in meek submission before the will of the Inevitable One. 

Death hath a most wondrous power over all; it turneth 
the mind, for the time being, away from self, making us 
more kind and charitable towards those likewise afflicted; 
it teaches that good deeds are eternal, that they are the 
noblest attributes of the human soul, through which they 
are transmitted to be sent out in behalf of poor, weak, 
struggling humanity, to spread their symbol of true Chris- 
tian charity throughout the whole world. 

Shortly after Jacob Burns had led his master from the 
chamber of death, the room was quickly, yet noiselessly, 
filled by the grief -stricken servants, and those who had 
come to prepare all that remained of that well-remembered 
form — that worn-out casket of the human soul — for 
burial. That he was beloved was made manifest by those 
humble mourners, each vying with the other by way of 
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rendering some last little work of love commemorative to 
their beloved master. Reversing the saying of William 
Shakespeare, when he said, " The bad that men do live 
after, the good is often interred with their bones." 

And John Vandeventer was known by his good deeds^ 
his vast charity being governed only by his financial 
resources; ever careful in his judgment of worthy charity^, 
believing it is better to give to five unworthy than hy 
refusing, sometimes running the risk of missing one who 
is among the deserving. He was a loving, indulgent hus- 
band, a kind father, and a highly respected citizen, one 
whose word was equal to his bond, and who was ever looked 
upon as the acme of integrity and honor. Owing to the 
fast life in which his deceased boys had indulged, his estate 
had become heavily mortgaged and the thought of some 
day losing his beautiful home weighed heavily on his mind; 
his financial condition, only his father and John were 
acquainted with, and thus it was that the noble wife and 
mother passed into eternity, happily unconscious of it all; 
and owing to the nobility of character which distinguished 
this father and son, was a human soul thus shielded from 
" The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune." 

Two days had passed since the death of this worthy 
man; each day bringing its clouds within and without — 
it having rained incessantly; but through it all many 
came, as is the custom, to extend the hand of sympathy to 
the bereaved, death having this great power like unto the 
magnet, attracting even hearts of steel away from self 
for the time being, to worship at its awe-inspiring mart, 
where even the most worldly inwardly shudder as the start- 
ling question arises, " Who next? " Why this feeling of 
dread if we believe that our dear departed have only gone 
before? Why do we not pause, then, thoughtfully, upon 
lifers great highway that we may be better prepared to 
meet this monstrous ruler of human destiny? Why do 
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we wait until the final hour before retracing our steps 
which of ttimes lead us ever on to selfishness and sin, so that 
when the bugle call is sounded we are apt to cringe 
under the weight of an accusing conscience, to beg for 
mercy, having allowed procrastination — that notorious 
thief of human time — ^to record on life's record our empty 
and wasted days, with naught accredited to us of worthy 
labors? " Though often such natures, tickled with good 
success, disdain the shadow which he treads upon at noon." 

The third day dawned in all the sublime beauty of a May- 
day morning; the bright blue sky reigned resplendent in 
its cloudless glory; the sun, the great illuminator of the 
universe, seemed sending its sunbeams earthward to glad- 
den all hearts with its beautiful beaming, creeping of ttimes 
through crevices of darkened dungeons and prison bars 
as though trying to cheer the unfortunate beings who 
were fated to inhabit such dwelling places, often by their 
own unwise acts, yet more often placed there through the 
agency of imjust laws and the frailty of human judgment ; 
and thus it is that " Man's inhumanity to man makes count- 
less thousands mourn.'* 

It was upon this bright day that out of the spacious 
driveway of the Ellisford house a fimeral cortege was 
slowly wending its way en route for Kensal Green Ceme- 
tery. By an earnest request of the deceased the funeral 
was a private one, none having been invited to attend 
but six old friends, who acted as bearers, and the officiating 
clergyman. The first carriage contained three occupants, 
the bereaved son, Jacob Burns — who had been ordered 
by the physician to accompany his master — and the 
Reverend James Crout, an Episcopal minister, of whose 
church the deceased was a member. It was the custom to 
have their dead buried from the church, but as the deceased 
wished it otherwise. Dr. Crout withdrew his dissenting 
voice. 
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Not a word was spoken as the mournful procession 
moved slowly onward; but as the carriage containing the 
mourners passed by one of the stately old mansions situ- 
ated at the West End, John Vandeventer almost uncon- 
sciously raised his eyes to the upper windows, little dream- 
ing, as on he went, of the lovely tear-stained face (with 
an expression of tender love and sympathy illuminating 
the beautiful countenance) gazing down upon the carriage 
wherein he sat. On, on they went, turning as they came 
to Edgeware Road, where, down this road in the misty 
distance, loomed up the gateway of Kensal Green Ceme- 
tery, and it was not long before they had entered, halting 
beside a newly made grave. It was the same sad, old 
story as into nature's vault one more casket was lowered: 
" Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, and dust to dust." The 
same solemn words, followed by a brief prayer, and all was 
over for the departed; the living turned sadly away, 
doomed to face the storms of life — alone. At such times 
as these all worldly pleasures are cast aside, and John 
Vandeventer's broad, intelligent mind fully realized that 
death must come to all; that within those grounds so sadly 
beautiful, where all his loved and lost were sleeping, slept 
forty thousand more, many of whom had won laurels of 
great fame; among them were such men as Sir John Ross, 
the Arctic navigator; Thomas Hood, the poet; Thackeray, 
the novelist; Gibson, the sculptor; and others for, as we 
are told, " All that tread the globe are but a handful to the 
tribes that slumber in its bosom." So thought the lone 
mourner as, on returning, he ascended the massive stair- 
way to his now seemingly empty home, followed by Jacob 
Burns, his faithful attendant, the minister. Dr. Crout, 
having bade him good-bye at the carriage door with a 
kindly handshake and words of cheer. In silence the great 
door swung open when, having been .relieved of his over- 
coat and hat, John Vandeventer — now sole master of 
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Ellisford House — passed sadly down the long hallway, 
entering the library at his right where, to his surprise, he 
was met by a messenger who delivered to him several pack- 
ages; after acknowledging the reception of the same, by 
way of his signature, he quietly bowed the bearer out, then 
turned to inspect this unlooked-for budget. 

How true the old saying, " One trouble never comes 
alone," for as John Vandeventer slowly perused sheet 
after sheet of legal documents his pallid face, with deep- 
set lines encircling his tightly compressed lips, gave strong 
indications of the struggle going on within, told by the 
expression of almost tragic despair overshadowing his 
countenance, that another blow had fallen, striking hard 
this doubly stricken mourner; a blow that, if true, would 
sever a far dearer tie, when life would not seem worth 
the living. The contents contained in the legal documents 
stated that he, John Vandeventer, was no longer master of 
Ellisford estate, that the said title, when purchased by his 
father, was not a clear one, it having been sold eight years 
ago fraudently by the party having it in trust; as said 
party had passed beyond the power of earthly contestation, 
the purchaser's heirs would have to be the losers in the case. 

John Vandeventer, having been graduated from one of 
London's legal universities, was proficiently aware of the 
fact that there was no disputing the case in regard to this 
legal declaration; his keen mental faculties revealed to 
him at a glance that he must submit and let the law follow 
out its own dictates; the heir proper being young Lord 
Henry Ellisford, only son of the late Lord Ellisford, 
whose cruelty had driven his young wife, on one never-to- 
be-forgotten day, from her luxurious but unhappy home, 
when, in a fit of unjust passion, his lordship struck her 
a violent blow, felling her to the floor. His most ungov- 
ernable temper had often cast its clouds over their ten 
years of married life, but this last insult was too degrading 
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in its character to be overlooked by a lady of so refined a 
temperament as was Lady Ellisford; thus it was that she 
left her stately home never to be seen again entering its 
portals, her whereabouts remaining enshrouded in mys- 
tery. 

Her marriage, which had been contracted for by her 
fond parents, proved a financial deal in which her youn^ 
life had been sacrificed; well realizing that she would 
receive no sympathy from her own, out into the world she 
quietly went, regretting that she could not take her only 
remaining treasure, her little son. 

The farewell note, left by his wife. Lord Ellisford tore 
into fragments; her name was forbidden within his home, 
and his baby boy, though scarcely six years old, was ban- 
ished secretly to some isolated school where his mother 
could not find him, should she ever, longing to see him, 
attempt to seek him out. His next thought was to send for 
his sister, a Mrs. Sutherland, and her daughter, asking her 
to become mistress of his home. She, being a vain, selfish 
woman of the worldly class, felt proud of the honor thus 
conferred upon her, doing in the meantime all that was 
possible to widen the gap between the estranged couple. 

Mrs. Sutherland was a widow, her husband, one Captain 
Sutherland, who met his death in a foreign war, leaving 
his wife one child — a girl who grew to womanhood, selfish, 
headstrong, and seemingly heartless, showing at times, 
from childhood upwards, a strange tendency to torture 
insects, animals, or birds. 

Imogene Sutherland was a tall, stately brunette, whose 
restless black eyes almost haimted one; when, in a fit of 
anger, she would remind one of some beautiful demon. 
At such times even her mother would flee from her presence ; 
the only person she stood in awe of was her uncle. Lord 
Henry Ellisford, from whom she evidently inherited a 
disposition so detrimental in one so young. That she 
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could control it, when necessary, was very evident, for in 
her uncle's presence she was enchantingly beautiful in her 
amiableness, ever tendering towards his comfort many 
little kindly courtesies, so seemingly unselfish in his eyes. 
She also studied the art of avoiding him in his perverse 
moods, making, in this way, a very favorable impression 
on his lordship. All owing to his financial standing, was 
this superb acting done; really detesting him deep within 
her grasping and selfish heart, because she was obliged 
to cringe before his domineering and haughty will, so like 
unto her own. At the time of her leaving school she was 
a graduate in high standing, but never a favorite with 
teachers nor pupils. Like her mother, she was highly 
elated over Lady Ellisford's departure from her home, 
striving in many deceptive ways to induce Lord Ellisf ord 
to forget his beautiful wife whom he had so cruelly 
wronged, by showering upon him numerous favors of 
hypocritical kindness. 

His lordship's next move was to assign (in case of his 
death) all his property to his sister, she pledging her word 
to reassign the same to his young son. Lord Henry 
Ellisf ord, when he attained his majority, taking this awful 
risk, at his son's expense, haunted by the fear that after 
his demise Lady Ellisf ord would return to claim her rights 
as wife and mother. In case of his son's death, the Ellis- 
ford estate would revert to Imogene Sutherland, and she, 
knowing of this, had no love for her yoxmg cousin; con- 
sequently his death would have been good news to this 
strangely beautiful yet unnatural young woman. 

One morning while at breakfast. Lord Ellisford was 
stricken suddenly with heart failure; so long did he re- 
main unconscious it was feared that he would not rally 
but contrary to the views of science, he recovered. With 
his restoration came a feeling of remorse, followed by 
a longing to once again behold the sweet face of his 
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young wife, now more tenderly cherished than ever before. 
So intensely earnest was he in this, that one day when his 
sister and her daughter were called out of the city he had 
his attorney sent for to witness the making of an entirely 
new will, thereby doing full justice to his wife and boy at 
last. 

Thomas Brandenberg, his attorney, being about to leave 
England for good, recommended to his client the firm of 
Brown & Co., of Lincoln's Inn Fields, as executors. 

At the completion of the new will two of the old servants 
were called in to aflSx their signatures — Jacob Bums and 
Michael Fitzpatrick. Knowing of their carefulness of 
speech. Lord Ellisf ord was not afraid of disclosures until 
the proper time. However, not wishing to run the risk of 
a scene in his present state of health, with his sister, he 
placed this late will within a private drawer for safe keep- 
ing, where he knew she would not be likely to discover it. 
During her sojourn within his residence, he had noticed 
numerous little acts of treachery and deceit hitherto 
unknown to him. This had caused him to reflectingly re- 
view the past, and by so doing, discovered how erratical 
and tyrannical he had acted toward the woman he had 
sworn to love and protect. 

The next morning, after the making of the new will, 
as the hour grew late and his lordship — so punctual at 
meal time — failed to appear, Jacob Burns was sent to 
investigate this unusual occurrence. Gently rapping at 
the main door leading to Lord Ellisf ord's suite of rooms, 
and hearing no response from within, he entered, and was 
for the moment horror-stricken to find his master dead, a 
faint smile lingering around his lips while his stony eyes 
were fixed in a sightless stare on the other half -open door- 
way leading to the hall, through which opening Jacob 
Bums declared that he saw the quickly receding form of 
a woman. After thorough investigation and no such per- 
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son having been discovered, it was imputed to his over- 
wrought imagination, brought about by the shock of find- 
ing his master dead, who, with his many failings, was 
yet dearly beloved by his servants. 

When Jacob and Michael told of the new will, it could 
not be f oimd, and the attorney who drew it up, having been 
pledged to secrecy, left England without acquainting 
Brown & Co. of its existence, and the two servants, valuing 
their positions, said no more about it, thereby leaving Mrs. 
Sutherland, Lord Ellisford's sister, in full possession, 
which was all owing to the assignment which unfortu- 
nately had not been destroyed as his lordship had intended. 

Scarcely seven months after the death of Lord Ellis- 
ford, as Mrs. Sutherland sat reading the " Morning Post," 
an advertisement met her eyes, stating that John Vande- 
venter, of Koenigsburg, Germany, was in quest of two 
dwellings; one in the neighborhood of Hyde Park, Lon- 
don, England, and one several miles out in the country. 
This advertisement she immediately answered, inviting thQ 
gentleman to call and inspect the EUisf ord estate, which 
he accordingly did, and being well pleased with the beauty 
and picturesque loveliness of its surroundings, he closed the 
deal before leaving London. 

The unrighteous disposing of this property by Mrs. 
Sutherland is not without some slight extenuation regard- 
ing the principle which forced her into it. Had Imogene 
Sutherland been bom a better woman, her fond, doting 
mother would not have been thus tempted. It was she 
who coerced her into it by continuous threats which she 
constantly held over her seemingly guilty head, such as 
exposure to the law for some mysterious, unexplained 
deed she had committed. It was Imogene's aim to gain 
possession of her young cousin's inheritance at any cost, 
while the prospect of so doing lay within her power. Her 
conscience-stricken mother having (imknown to her) 

[ 19 ] 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE POWEE OF GOLD 

dared to invest a very large portion of the money received 
from the sale of said property in the young heir's name, 
on finding it out Imogene's rage knew no bonds. Thus 
for eight years, after constant nagging, she succeeded in 
sending her mother out on an errand from whence she never 
returned alive. It was a financial business trip, wherein 
her mother was to assign all her earthly possessions to her, 
thereby leaving her cousin penniless; but the poor tempted 
soul never reached her point of destination, she having 
been killed in a railroad accident while en route for Liver- 
pool. One week later the startling story was printed in 
the newspapers throughout Europe, stating that "Onc^ 
morning a lady attired in deep black called at the well- 
known firm of Brown & Co., west of Lincoln's Infields, 
leaving a sealed package, stating that she would come for 
their decision in a day or two; owing to a heavy mourning 
veil covering her face only an imperfect view of her fea- 
tures was discernable. So accustomed were they to being 
consulted in this way, the idea that all was not right did 
not occur to them until after inspecting the contents of 
said package next day, when they found, to their surprise, 
that it contained the last will and testament of the late 
Lord Henry Ellisford, wherein they had been duly ap- 
pointed executors of the Ellisford estate. This will 
should have been probq.ted eight years ago. Now, Why 
had it been so long withheld? again, Who was the woman 
in black who delivered the will into the hands of Brown 
& Co.? were the questions that received no reply, thus 
leaving the mystery all unexplained. But the executors^ 
after a strict investigation, found out the unlawful dis- 
position that had been made of the young heir's property, 
but did not learn of that trip that would have been more 
disastrous, financially, had not death, like some great 
avenger of human destiny, stepped in to stop the deal. 
Imogene Sutherland, when confronted by the attorneys, 
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feigned ignorance of her mother's double dealing. So 
well did she play her part that even the shrewd lawyers 
were deceived, all deeply sympathizing with this beautiful 
girl in her seemingly crushing sorrow over her " dear 
mother's sinful and dishonest acts," for thus it was that she 
spoke of her deceased mother who had risked even life 
itself for this cruel, ungrateful daughter. 

Young Lord Ellisf ord was brought back to England, 
he having been placed by his father in a private boarding 
ischool in the United States of America, at which place 
Mrs. Sutherland was only too glad to have him remain, at i 

the time that she and her daughter were making so free 
with his inheritance. When interviewed by his executors, I 

at the age of fourteen, he proved an educated wonder, so j 

great had been his progress while at school. When informed 
that he was the possessor of a title, and heir to two of the 
finest estates in London, his look of surprise and pleasure 
was gratifying until informed of his mother's long ab- 
sence from home; at this he became very sad, piteously 
begging his executors to spend all his money in trying to 
find his " dear mother " and bring her back to Ellisf ord 
House. It was plain to be seen that Lord Ellisford, 
Jimior, had inherited from his gentle mother his refine- 
ment of manner and his nobility of character. Thus it 
was that knowing nothing of his cousin Imogene, only 
the part which she enacted (for his sole benefit), that of 
the despairing angel, in her hopeless grief over her 
mother's depravity in squandering his money, at which his 
susceptible young heart went out to her, he bidding her 
remain and reign mistress of Ellisford House during the 
rest of her natural life, where we will leave them for a few 
short years to follow out the dictates of life's destiny, 
trusting that they will gain in the wisdom of so doing; but: 
" As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he," saith Solomon. 

After a thorough perusal of the legal documents before 

[ 21 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEE OP GOLD 

him, John Vandeventer was convinced that he must leave 
his palatial home, thanking the Creator, deep within his 
manly heart, for sparing his dear departed parents this last 
milooked-f or sorrow. On opening two other letters which 
bore a Western postmark from some place in the United 
States of America, after a swift perusal of them, he uttered 
a fervent " Thank GrodI" then turning sadly to his desk 
he drew forth dainty note paper and proceeded to write 
rapidly, which, when completed, he placed within its snowy 
receptacle and directed it to Miss Pearl Mason, 1201 Hyde 
Park, then ringing the bell, and Jacob Bums responding, 
he said, " Give this into the hands of Miss Mason; if you 
cannot see her, bring it back to me; do you understand^ 
Jacob?" 

"I do, soir," returned Jacob, sadly and respectfully, 
bowing himself out from the presence of his young master, 
gently closing the door with one hand while he brushed 
away a telltale tear with the other. 

Once more alone, John Vandeventer turned to his desk, 
discovering (while engaged in gathering up the legal 
documents) numerous clippings from the late newspapers 
of the day, all of which had been enclosed by Brown & 
Co., which plainly told him that all London was informed 
of his financial disaster; that while he stood beside an open 
grave Dame Grossip was busily engaged in wagging her 
tongue, which even death was powerless to prevent. 

With elbows on his desk, his aching, burning head rest- 
ing upon his hands, the now no longer master of Ellisf ord 
House sat in the unbroken silence of that lonely room, 
wholly unconscious of the passing hours until recalled 
from his sorrowful reveries by a light rap on the door; 
thinking it some one of the domestics, without changing 
his position or raising his head, he called: 

" Come in." 

And it was not until a cool soft hand was laid caress- 
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ingly upon his head that he turned in startled wonder to 
face the intruder. Was it a dream or a reality? were the 
questioning looks that one after the other expressed them- 
selves through his bewildered eyes. No, it was not a 
dream, as there in the doorway stood Kitty Fitzpatrick, 
Pearl Mason's Irish maid, who had accompanied her mis- 
tress, while Pearl Mason, standing beside him, said, in 
answer to his questioning glances of incredulity: 

"Yes, it is I, dear boy; I, myself have brought the 
answer to your note so kindly releasing me from the 
sacred promise I gave to you, that of one day becoming 
your wife, and my answer is that I will not be released; 
your change of circumstances is well known to me and 
such unavoidable misfortune could not influence a womanly 
woman. Dear, do you not consider me as such? " softly 
questioned Pearl as she gently brushed the clinging curls 
from his feverish and aching head. 

Taking her hands in his, his voice for the first time since 
her entrance broke the bonds of silence, and he replied: 

" Pearl, I cannot allow you to make this great sacrifice 
for me. I could not ask you to enter the humble home such 
as my change of circiunstances would oblige me to offer 
you. Go home, dear, while I feel strong enough to decide, 
or I may be tempted to take you at yoiur word and bid you 
to remain. I will ever remember this unlooked-for light 
that comes peering through the great clouds of my sor- 
row and trouble, and coming as it does from a queen among 
queens of womanly women, and from a * Pearl ' of great 
price," he smiling added, ". I will ever remember it. It has 
raised me above the clouds so threatening a moment ago; it 
has given me new life and courage. Go back to your 
parents, dear I I will go to the city of Chicago, that great 
metropolis of the West, in the far-away United States of 
America, where money does not count, and where all men 
who work are considered equal. Once there, I will begin 
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anew, and I shall have something to work for, now that 
I know that you. Pearl, are waitmg for me. With sucb 
a prize in store I cannot, will not fail I I have received 
two letters from Chicago this afternoon, also a cablegram 
from old friends of father's who have built up reverses 
as I will do, and then return to claim my promised 
bride." 

" You will do nothing of the kind, dear. You will take 
me with you. I have a private income all my own that 
was left me by my grandmother; there is sufficient for 
us both, with what you are capable of earning, and I am 
not afraid to work; even queens have done menial labor. 
I read last week, in Victor Hugo's Shakespeare, that the 
wives of King Henry the Eighth knitted mittens; that in 
this very London, the Duchess of Sujffolk took care of her 
henhouse, and, with her dress tucked up, threw corn to the 
ducks below; and I know that I could do nearly as much, 
unless, John, you are afraid to accept the burden I " 

Thus challenged, John Vandeventer arose, still holding 
her hand and looking her searchingly into the eyes, asked 
in doubtful tones: 

" Do you really mean this. Pearl? " 

" I most earnestly do," faltered Pearl, a deep blush 
overspreading her fair face, whereupon, all forgetful of 
the presence of Kitty, John's arm encircled her waist as he 
in barely audible tone of voice affirmed, by way of reply, 

" Then I joyfully accept the burden." 

" You are compelled to in this case, dear. I decided at 
home and am discarded forever; that is, unless they should 
relent later on, and forgive me for acting from honest 
principle. O, it was such an awful scene, dear I " said 
Pearl, shuddering at the remembrance of it, " but I was 
firm, knowing that I was of age and that dear old Kitty, 
the only friend in my home, stood by me; so, helping her 
pack that which was mine, I left them all, for you, and 
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here we are, bag and baggage. But, John, dear," said 
Pearl, a suspicion of a twinkle in her blue eyes, " I did not 
tell them at home that, in your letter brought by Jacob, 
you had given me the mitten." 

" An' if yez takes Miss Pearl yez will be af ther T;akin' 
Kitty Fitzpatrick along wid yez, f er its not meself who'll 
be af ther stayin' wid thim haythens," broke in Kitty, shak- 
ing her auburn locks significantly, an expression of fire 
in her eyes, as she, in all probability, remembered the stormy 
scene of recent date, enacted at 1201 Hyde Park. 

" That is in the bargain, is it not, John? " smilingly 
queried Pearl. 

" By all means. Pearl. We could not keep house without 
Kitty. She will be of priceless value in our little home, 
by way of assisting me in caring for the dearest little 
woman in the world; and, dear, you are taking no risk, as 
in this sacred spot I pledge my word that no act of mine 
will ever cause you to regret to-day's decision," spoke John 
Vandeventer, earnestly, as he stood gazing fondly down 
upon her. 

" I do not consider it a risk, John. I know that you 
are trustworthy. Is not that enough? " 

"Enough? More than enough, most loyal of little 
women! " and right here we will drop the curtain upon a 
scene too sacred in its character for publication, but will 
announce, by way of explanation, that one hour later a 
bridal party stood up in the quaint old library, most unique 
in its unrivaled simplicity, owing to the surrounding cir- 
cumstances on both sides being so pathetically impressive, 
the news of which twenty-four hours later shocked all 
London's West End aristocrats. 

The beautiful bride had come gowned for the occasion 
in an exquisitely embroidered robe of white mull which 
was, during the journey from home, hidden beneath a long 
gray traveling cloak. Her only ornament was a gold 
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arrow set with pearls — John's last birthday gift — which 
she used to gather back her golden tresses. 

Her gown was lovely in its pretenceless simplicity, 
clinging in artistic folds to her slender, graceful figure, 
making her appear, with her classically beautiful face, like 
some Grecian goddess of the mighty past. 

The tall sad-faced gentleman standing beside her cast 
his eyes slowly and approvingly over his bride to be, 
showing by the look of tender admiration contained therein 
that he was fully conscious of the value of his investment. 

On the bride's left stood Kitty Fitzpatrick, bedecked 
in good old Irish style, more than conscious of the high 
honor being conferred upon her, while on the right of 
the groom stood Jacob Bums, looking like some wax 
figure, so dignified and stately did he appear, that upon 
any other occasion less serious and sad one would have 
felt an irresistible inclination to smile. In front of the 
bridal pair stood Dr. Crout, while in the great doorway lead- 
ing into the hall were grouped the servants, who had been 
told by their master to prepare for the occasion. It was 
not long ere the sacred pledges were exchanged and after 
" What Grod hath joined together, let no man put asun- 
der," completed the ceremony, they knelt to receive the 
minister's blessing and congratulations, and the servants 
coming forward respectfully wished great happiness to 
follow their master and mistress, then withdrew from the 
room, Jacob and Kitty following their example. 

In the spacious dining-hall a wedding supper was laid for 
three, the bride and groom and Dr. Crout, who did all 
that he could to make the occasion as happy a one as 
could be expected under existing circumstances; he, too, 
soon after took his departure, promising to call in a day 
or two. 

The next morning the nine-days' wonder had opened 
up to cater to the wait^ig multitude of Dame Grossip's 
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favorites. The numerous newspapers published through- 
out London were ablaze with the awful shock which awak- 
ened English aristocracy. There were big headlines in the 
papers reading like this: 

" Beautiful Daughter of Earl and Lady Mason 
Wedded to a Penniless German. Bride Goes to His 
Home to be Wedded^ Againt the Wishes of Her Par- 
ents^ Who Have Discarded Her. The Deepest 
Sympathy of the Whole Community is Extended to 
the Disgraced Father and Mother. The House in 
Which the Groom is Living Belonged to the Heirs of 
THE Late Lord Henry Ellisford^ John Vandeventer^s 
Deceased Father Having Secured it Through Il- 
legal Transactions/^ and numerous misrepresentations 
and glaring falsehoods, which did not in the least disturb 
the happiness of the two who had braved so much for each 
other. 

John Vandeventer found himself better ojff financially 
than he had reckoned upon. One week later, after receiv- 
ing the executors of young Lord Ellisf ord's estate, those 
gentlemen conceded considerable to him by right of law, 
thus enabling him to cancel all just debts besides sending 
his fine library, with numerous works of art, to the United 
States, his future abiding place. Besides the estate, the 
executors f oimd, by the will, that there were many poimds 
of gold, that had been drawing interest, which could not 
be touched until the young lord had reached his majority, 
and was, by this long-hidden will, left there awaiting the 
return of Lady EUisf ord, whose voice was to dictate the 
drawing of said money, under the guidance of the firm 
of Brown & Co., of Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

Two weeks after the interment of his father, and the 
wedding of recent date, John Vandeventer and his bride 
accompanied by their Irish maid, bade farewell to all the 
old servants of Ellisford House (they having been re- 
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engaged by the young heir's executors, gladly consented 
to remain within the hospitable mansion, where they had 
served so many years) . 

The Reverend Dr, Crout, accompanied by four other 
staunch friends, had the courage to brave the wrath of 
Dame Gossip by going down to the steamer to see this 
romantic couple off, and to bid them Grod-speed and a safe 
journey. 

As those five friends were leaving the boat, Mrs. Vande- 
venter turned to her husband, a mischievous twinkle in her 
pretty blue eyes, as she repeated the following lines: 

Only five grains of wheat in that bushel of chaff, 

It makes us weary mortals laugh; 

The wordly are shallow, their hearts are cold, 

They worship rank, success, and gold; 

But few friends remain in adversity. 

" But Pearl, wife, even those few grains are mighty. 
Very often human gardens need weeding out, as in among 
the fairest flowers and choicest fruits we find the thorny 
and obnoxious weed. As Christ once said, ' Father, for- 
give them; they know not what they do.' " 

" If I could believe that they did not know, husband 
mine I I was so sure my mother, relenting, would come 
down to say good-bye." 

Then, for the first time since her marriage, this brave 
girl weakened, sobbing aloud. John Vandeventer, stand- 
ing beside her, remained silent, thus granting her time to 
have this one last struggle out alone, feeling bitter within 
his soul towards those who should have been the last to 
cloud the life of this brave, heroic girl. 

The day after the wedding, the groom sent a cablegram 
over the mighty deep to business friends in Chicago, 
Illinois, asking them to secure a dwelling for him on some 
retired avenue and to have it furnished according to direc- 
tions contained therein; also to cable the location. Several 
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days later a long message was received, the contents of 
which John Vandeventer, only, was aware of, and a few 
days after, immense boxes were shipped to No. 1256 
Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois, United States of 
America, which was one of the finest avenues in that city, 
where his kind friends had procured a handsome residence. 
If not in keeping with the splendid mansion he was leaving, 
it was a home, and one many miles away from a city of 
much selfishness and sorrow. This was the surprise that 
he had awaiting his bride. 

After eight days of fibtie sailing, the magnificent steamer 
" The Majestic," one of the White Star Line, signaled 
her coming by numerous whistles as she sailed, in unrivaled 
splendor, slowly into New York Harbor, where, in an 
almost incredible short space of time, Mr. and Mrs. Vande- 
venter were standing upon United States' soil, and where 
Kitty Fitzpatrick stood gazing in awestruck wonder at the 
great crowds that went surging by. 

Their baggage having been inspected, a carriage was 
hailed, into which they quickly stepped and were driven 
to the Waldorf-Astoria, where rooms had been engaged 
by cablegram several days before their departure from 
London, England. But one fibtie evening, in the early 
June, the bride and groom, with their Irish maid, found 
themselves at last in the city of Chicago, where they were 
met by friends in carriages, one of which they entered 
and were driven directly to 1256 Michigan Avenue, where 
to their great surprise the mansion was one blaze of light, 
having been illmninated from garret to cellar. The spa- 
cious veranda was turned into a veritable bower of floral 
decoration; Japanese lanterns and national emblems were 
floating from every nook and corner, while an unseen 
orchestra was playing alternately " God Save the Queen " 
and " The Star Spangled Banner," just as the bride and 
groom were ascending the broad stairway, where a merry 
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crowd of Weistem ladies and gentlemen were in waiting to 
receive them, which they did in good, old Western style, 
all of which was a great change to this young English 
bride who had been reared in a home surromided by so 
much formal etiquette, such as invariably surrounds Eng- 
lish aristocracy. It was an ovation to her that she would 
ever remember, as it filled, in a measure, the void within 
her heart made by the cruel treatment she had received 
from her parents. 

In Chicago everybody honored the woman who had fled 
from the tyrannical yoke to marry the man of her choice; 
casting wealth and false pride to the winds. 

The mighty press of America had heralded their coming, 
thus it was that reporters were standing in line, ready to 
take snapshots of this noted pair by flashlight. 

Their baggage and household goods had arrived in good 
time and, accordingly, everything had been arranged by 
tasteful hands throughout the house; as soon as possible, 
Mr. and Mrs. Vandeventer were hurried away to their 
rooms, where, after a refreshing bath, they exchanged their 
traveling garments for evening apparel, soon after return- 
ing to the veranda; there they headed a merry crowd en 
route for the dining-hall, where a most bountiful supper 
was served, the self-invited guests remaining after it was 
over imtil the wee small hours of the morning. 

It was a bright coming home for them after so much 
sorrow. For one evening at least, the dark past was for- 
gotten and English etiquette was left on the other side of 
the ocean. 

Mrs. John Vandeventer was the only daughter of an 
aristocratic English couple, her grandfather bearing three 
titles — Earl, Viscount, and Baron — his family being 
counted among the proudest of England. Yet, their pride 
was of so flimsy a nature that they discarded their own 
ofiTspring simply for marrying the man she loved. Had 
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this same John Vandeventer retained his millions and his 
palatial homes they would not have demurred. 

So great is the awful greed for gold bom in some peo- 
ple they would still the beating pulse of their own child 
in order to obtain it, or barter them off like slaves to some 
brutal master of millions, regardless of the fact that 
the true road to happiness is through the imion of souls, 
which should be the true definition for the word matrimony, 
that all who enter into this sacred state should be allowed 
to go of their own choosing, free and unfettered; should 
be allowed to fibtid out if they are suited for each other, 
morally and intellectually, before making this greatest 
of human sacrifices. 

We are told " The hand that rocks the cradle rules the 
world." How much better would the world be ruled if 
the hand so mighty had a happier heart, had been more 
wise in her selection? How much greater would be the 
addition to the world if each occupant within this mighty 
cradle had been lulled to rest by a hand guided on both 
sides by love and unfaltering trust in each other? Too 
often has many a noble mother been doomed to rock this 
human cradle with an aching heart, her whole life having 
been destroyed by a mesalliance, such as are often brought 
about by aspiring and grasping parents. 

We will return to 1256 Michigan Avenue, Chicago, 
Illinois, at which place our story opens up after a twenty 
years sojourn in that city of unequaled energy and perse- 
verance. During all that lapse of time Mrs. Vandeventer 
had received no word from her old home in England; all 
her little tear-stained letters were returned unopened, and 
so often, that she, growing discouraged, ceased to write. 

"But mamma has not said yesl" pleaded the bird- 
like voice. . 

" Yes what? " chimed in another voice, as a tall distin- 
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guished-looking gentleman with dark eyes and a smiling 
face bent lovingly above the mother and daughter, teas- 
ingly withholding the expected kiss until he had been an- 
swered. So quietly had been his entrance into the room, 
that his presence was not detected until he had spoken. 

" Why, John, our girlie wants to leave us and go home 
with LucUe, to be gone three long years. What does 
papa say to that? " A sober expression chased away the 
happy one of a moment ago, as in a voice tremulous with 
inward emotion he questioned, while tenderly stroking his 
daughter's hair. 

" Does our girlie really want to leave us ; doesn't she love 
us any more?" 

" Oh, papal " replied Pearl, tears bedinuning her bright 
eyes. " Why do you ask such a question, knowing that I 
love you both very dearly; but I do so love music, and what 
is more, I can finish in French and German during my two 
years in Europe. Uncle James will pay for the entire 
trip, and as cousin LucUe is going I will be well taken care 
of; but I would not care to go did I think that you and 
mamma would grieve over my going I " Then hiding her 
tear-stained face on her mother*s shoulder she tried bravely 
to stifle the sobs that choked the power of utterance, ere she 
had completed the sentence. 

" An' is it th' proide iv th' house yez would be afther 
sindin' away? Is it haythen yer comin' to be, that yez lets 
th' loikes iv thim furriners stale th' blessid babe? Thin 
mark me words, that niver a day's luck will be afther comin' 
iv this day's doin's; an' it's meself, Kitty Fitzpatrick, 
that says bad luck to thim that would be afther stalin' her 
swate face from th' loikes iv us here," and with the tears 
streaming down her good old Irish face, there stood Kitty 
in the doorway where she had been waiting to speak with 
her mistress, when the full import of the above conversa- 
tion dawned upon her. 
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"Now, Kitty, don't you scold. I am coming back 
again, and then I shall be such a fine lady you will hardly 
know me/* 

" Bad 'cess to yer f oine leddies 1 An' warent yer mither 
a foine leddy? an' warent yer father a foine gintleman? 
an' yer grandmither and yer grandfather foine leddies an* 
gintlemen? an' didn't thim foine leddies an' thim foine 
gintlemen be af ther tumin' yer swate, blessid mither into 
th' street 'cause yer father warent af ther bein' a rich gintle- 
man? I says, bahl to yer foine leddies, I dol yez is foine 
'nough f er old Kitty, yez is, an' me old heart is clane broke 
wid this whole day's doin's; " and with a pathetic bool hool 
poor broken-hearted Kitty passed quickly from the room, 

"Good gracious! what's up now? Anybody dead? 
Kitty crying her eyes out, and will not speak to a body, 
and every face in here a yard and a half in length 1 What 
on earth is the matter? " Then the speaker. Miss Lucile 
Mason, questioned in a more serious tone of voice : "Any- 
thing wrong at home, auntie? " 

" No, Cousin Lucile, it is all over my going home with 
you," answered Pearl before her mother had time to reply. 

" Curly, I cannot say as I blame them much," returned 
Lucile Mason, " Curly " being a favorite nickname with 
which she frequently dubbed her yoimg cousin — partly 
owing to her having such beautiful curly hair; then turn- 
ing to her aunt, she said most earnestly, " I shall bring her 
back to you as pure and spotless as I take her from your 
home, and as papa said it was for her good, I know that 
you will feel it your duty to let her go." 

" We know, my dear niece, of no better hands to place 
her in than those within your home ; but she has been our all 
so long, since the good Lord thought best to leave her with 
us, that the thought of a separation seems very hard to 
contemplate; however, knowing it is her right and for her 
own good, we will talk it over; as it is nearing the din- 
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ner hour, let us drop this painful subject until later on. 
True love is never selfish, and most likely our answer will 
be in the affirmative." 

''Thank you, auntie dear, — my stars I there goes the 
dinner bell and I am a perfect fright I Come, Curly, for 
pity sakes, and wash that face; why, such a face as that 
would scare an English lord, 'pon my word, don't yer 
know?" Then with her arm playfully encircling her 
cousin's waist, both girls tripped lightly from the room, 
leaving two with troubled hearts, whose eyes gazed smil- 
ingly after them until they had passed from view. 

Could Lucile Mason have peered for one moment into 
the fathomless depth of the future and realized with the 
mind's eye the clouds that were hovering over the destiny 
of her yoimg cousin's life, all owing to that ill-fated jour- 
ney, clouds that would burst like some great cyclone over her 
young head, far sooner would she have yielded up her own 
life than to have had it happen, for within her being were 
centered all the noble qualities of womanhood. She was ever 
touchingly true in her fidelity to those she loved, and gra- 
ciously kind to all who crossed her pathway. Being an 
only child, whose home indulgence was not restricted, 
would lead one to imagine far difi^erent results; but this 
indulgence did not in any way lower the noble standard 
of womanly principles which came to her by right of birth, 
which is one of life's greatest endowments. 

She was a daUy visitor among the poor. Her phaeton, 
drawn by a span of jet-black horses carefully driven by 
Sam Johnson, her faithful colored coachman, made a rare 
picture in the eyes of the destitute people she was called 
upon so often to visit; her dusky attendant feeling himself 
equal to the President of the United States when driving 
his young mistress out — so proud was he of being her 
bodyguard. 

Lucile Mason, though having many suitors, had, so far, 
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remained heart free — ^but the time will come when her young 
cousin will unconsciously play a part in her life that will have 
a tendency seemingly to blight it forever ; but when that day 
shall have dawned she will have withstood the test, coming 
forth from the fiery ordeal sad at heart, for a time, but 
pure as the polished diamond, hovering over that young 
life's mysterious future like some guardian angel, ever 
remembering the sacred pledge given to her parents when 
she took her from their roof. 

" John! " called Mrs. Vandeventer in a low tone, as the 
door closed upon the retreating forms of the two merry 
girls, " John,must she go ? Oh 1 " said she piteously, not wait- 
ing for him to reply, " tell me, husband mine, you who are 
stronger than I, say that which is best ; must we let her go?'' 

For answer a strong arm encircled her waist and for 
several moments neither spoke. John Vandeventer, 
breaking the silence first, said in a husky voice: 

" Pearl, wife, be brave. We love our girl very dearly. 
Kight here comes the test of that afi^ection which compels 
us to forget self while considering her future; we must 
also bear in mind that this is the first request made in her 
own behalf that she has ever pleaded for so earnestly; so, 
let us cheer up, little woman, and place our trust in the 
Inevitable One, as we kneel invoking His blessing upon 
our dear one's head, while asking strength and courage of 
Him to bear this unlooked-for separation." 

Side by side they knelt in the imbroken silence of that 
inward prayer, arising to their feet feeling stronger from 
having sought council from Him to whom all sorrowing 
mortals go. 

The dinner bell rang out a second time, what seemed to 
them a doleful peal, as they descended, arm in arm, the 
stairway leading to the dining-hall, where they were 
greeted with smiling faces by the two girls, who had en- 
tered the room a few moments before. 
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But there was never a smile from old Kitty, whose 
swollen, red eyelids gave ample proof of the kindly heart 
beating beneath that rough exterior, thus silently revealing* 
the deep love glowing within her soul for her young mis- 
tress, whom she had nursed from babyhood to woman- 
hood. 

" Well, Kitty, I am really going to New York and to 
Europe, too, some day, so you must try and look happy 
over it, won't you, dear old Kitty? " asked Pearl, caress- 
ingly touching her hand as she was passing around the 
table. 

" Yis, I s'pose I'd smoile f er th* loikes iv yez if me poor 
heart was clane broke; but just be afther bearin' in moind, 
dearie, that should yez iver nade a friend, old Kitty's yer 
roight hand ivery toime, and it's meself that will sarve yez 
if it takes ivery drop iv me heart's blood to be afther doin' 
it; " and, all broken up, this big-hearted soul passed from 
their presence, while those who listened to her pathetic 
words little dreamed that some day, in the near future, 
that this same Kitty Fitzpatrick would be instrumental in 
a way to fulfill the promise thus crudely given. 

Dinner being over, the quartette returned to the music 
room, where the young people gave a recital, and being 
fine musicians, both in vocal and instrumental, despite the 
rising clouds, the evening was a very enjoyable one, bed 
time coming all too soon. The closing hymn, " Nearer, 
My God, to Thee," was followed by good-night kisses, as 
all sought their several chambers, the younger ones to sink 
into unconscious slmnber, while their elders lay silently 
awake, each thinking of the vacant chair and absent face 
that would make their home look so sad and lonely, and 
strange to relate, neither one could cast ofi^ the haunting 
fear that seemed, later on, like some mute warning of im- 
pending danger. 

" Into each life some rain must fall," softly quoted Mrs* 
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Vandeventer, who, soon after, succumbing to tired nature, 
like her husband, sank into a refreshing slumber. 

The next morning dawned bright and beautiful, which 
is the wealth of Western weather in that portion of the 
country, during the month of September, but it found the 
occupants of 1256 Michigan Avenue (all but one) soundly 
sleeping, but not for much longer — all being suddenly awak- 
ened by the loud and prolonged ringing of the door bell. 

" What is it, Kitty? " called Mr. Vandeventer as he 
leaned over the banister in his dressing gown. 

" Shure, Mr. Vandeventer, its af ther bein' th' b'y wid 
th' perlicemen's buttons on his jacket, an' its himself that's 
af ther teUin' iv me to be givin' yez this chick in th' book, 
that yez moight be puttin' yer name down," explained 
Kitty, handing up a book which she supposed contained 
bank checks. 

" All right, Kitty," returned Mr. Vandeventer, good- 
naturedly smiling at her comic mode of delivery; then, 
after signing his name, he slowly returned to the bedroom, 
reading the telegram by the way. 

"What is it, John?" 

" It is a telegram from your brother, James, requesting 
that the girls leave for New York to-day." 

" Oh, John 1 so soon? How can I, how can 1 1 " moaned 
Mrs. Vandeventer, turning her face on one side to hide the 
tell-tale tears. 

" Let us have it over with," he answered huskily; " then, 
perhaps we can bear it better, knowing it is irrevocable. 
We must at least try to send Pearl away feeling happy; 
were she to fully realize all that we are undergoing it 
would crush her young spirits. We must be brave 1 you 
were once, dear, when you gave up everything but life for 
me, and have I not proved worthy of it, little wife? " 

" Oh, so trustworthy, old fellow, that I shall try to be 
as soldierly as possible. There goes the second bell; hurry, 
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dear, and do not forget the telegram; the girls can read it 
at the breakfast table." 

" I have it, wife; now take my arm and we will descend 
together." 

'' Grood morning, auntie and micle. Who rang that 
bell so early? I was having the most delightful sleep, 
when the first thing I knew I was again on earth," smil- 
ingly said Lucile, as she seated herself at the table beside 
Pearl. 

" The ringing of that bell brought a message from 
papa, stating that you girls must be shipped en route for 
New York City to-day," returned her imcle, a spark of 
amusement creeping into his expressive eyes, on beholding 
the look of pretended dismay displayed in the pretty 
countenance of his niece. 

" So soon! It simply cannot be done, my dear uncle 
John. I wonder if that papa of mine thinks I am an 
electric flyer or a steam engine? " 

" But papa says it must be done, and I presume that 
settles it." 

" It does look a little like it," returned Lucile, shaking 
her head dubiously. " What train do you propose to ship 
your ' baggage ' on, and at what time, uncle, mine? " 

" On the 2.80 fast express; so you girls will have ample 
time; and I would advise that you begin your packing 
directly after breakfast, thus having the remainder of the 
day to visit and discuss matters; as I have given myself 
a holiday in honor of the occasion, you may consider me 
at your service," replied Mr. Vandeventer, proceeding to 
wait upon the table. 

As Kitty passed the first plate to Mrs. Vandeventer she 
whispered in her ear, " Yez must ate an' not be worryin', so 
that yez can kape well, an' it won't be samin' so long nither 
afther all iv th' fuss." 

" Grod bless your kind heart," thought her mistress as she 
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smiled her answer into those kindly eyes looking into her 
own; and then, heroically catching the spirit of the youth- 
ful pair, she did her part well, joking merrily with the girls 
whose hreakfast was soon over; and you can imagine that 
there was some quick packing done that morning, for at 
2.30 sharp two yoimg girls were seen to board a train en 
route for New York City, where, standing on the outside 
of the rear sleeper with arms encircling their slender waists, 
they waved adieu to a fine-looking middle-aged couple 
who were standing near the tracks of the departing train 
with tear-bedimmed eyes and heavy hearts, watching it 
until it vanished from sight; then, turning, they looked 
sadly into each other's eyes ere re-entering the cab in wait- 
ing, and were driven to 1256 Michigan Avenue to be met 
at the front door by Kitty Fitzpatrick — that brave, heroic 
old soul, who had stood there for several moments awaiting 
their coming. 

" An' is yez back so soon? Well, jist be afther letting 
me have yer wraps, an' thin, Mrs. Vandeventer, yez had 
bether be restin' awhile, fer wid all iv th' talkin' it aint 
afther th' bein' forever. Now, afther th' thinkin' iv it 
over, thim three years will quickly fly an' thin th' dear babe 
will be wid us once again; an' it's meself that do be watch- 
in' fer thim litters that th' postmans do be bringin'; an' 
wont it be foine to hear yez raidin' iv thim? " gleefully 
laughed Kitty, with so much apparent contentment that 
both master and mistress caught the spirit of her good 
nature and grew happy. 

We will now leave them for a time, to raise the curtain 
upon another chapter of this drama of numerous joys and 
miseries, beginning within the great metropolis, that 
famous old Dutch city of New York. 
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CHAPTER II 

Pearl Vandeventer in New York 

SEBEN o'clock, ladies! " shouted the sleeping-car por- 
ter, loudly rapping at the stateroom door (as he had 
been requested to do, the night before, by the occupants) . 
" Dis heah train am due at New York City seben o'clock, 
sharp." 

" All right, thanks," returned Lucile, when the girls, 
who were both awake, turning around, smiled into each 
other's eyes. 

"Curly," began Lucile, "we are almost home;" then 
kissing each other, girl fashion, and springing quickly up, 
they were soon equipped and standing outside, eagerly 
waiting for the great steam magnate to come to a halt. 

"There, I see Saml I wonder where papa is?" Just 
then the train came to a sudden standstill, almost throwing 
the girls from the platform, only prevented from so doing 
by the timely arrival of Sam Johnson, who, detecting their 
perilous position, quickly pushed them back out of danger's 
reach, assisting them to alight after the train had stopped. 

" Howdy do. Missus Mason; I's right glad yo's com'd 
home 'gin, I is;" said Sam, raising his hat and bowing with 
characteristic Etheopian politeness, showing his fine set 
of white teeth to good advantage as his mouth opened, as 
usual, with one of his ever-ready, good-natured smiles. 

" Well, Sam, I am glad to see you; this is my cousin. 
Miss Vandeventer, from Chicago, who is going to make us 
a long visit, so you will have two to look after when you 
drive out, instead of one." 

" I's specially proud ob dis 'casion, missus," said Sam, 
with a most ludicrous attempt at dignity, as he closed the 
carriage door, and mounting to his high perch of honor 
drove swiftly homeward, leaving the young ladies with 
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their handsome faces wreathed in smiles at his ostentatious 
delivery. 

In a few moments after leaving the depot the carriage 
stopped in front of 5001 Fifth Avenue, an imposing 
brown-stone front in the most exclusive part of the great 
fashionable thoroughfare, where, standing in the doorway 
was a jovial-looking couple, who smiled affectionately 
upon the girls as they were ascending the massive stone 
steps. 

Lucile, after receiving a loving greeting, stepped aside 
to make room for Pearl, who was given the same warm 
welcome. 

When the girls were about half way up the stairs — en 
route for their rooms — Mrs. Mason called teasingly to 
Lucile: 

" My dear. Lord EUisf ord is here, he arrived last evening 
over the ' American Line.' Your father, reading of his 
expected embarkment cabled to him, insisting that he make 
our house his abiding place, during his sojourn in the 
United States." Then turning to Pearl (all unconscious 
of the deep blush overspreading LucUe's face) , she smil- 
ingly continued: " You must look your prettiest, my dear, 
so run along; the maid is waiting to escort you to your 
rooms which are at the head of the stairs, to your right. 
I trust, dear, that you will feel at home in them." 

" Dis heah am yo' room. Missus Vandeventer," said the 
swarthy maid, opening the door leading to the suite of 
rooms within, the beauty of which Pearl could not refrain 
from remarking upon, saying aloud: 

" Those lovely rooms all mine? " then with the pleasure 
of youth and the unrestrained freedom of Western rear- 
ing, she gazed around her, like one enchanted. These 
rooms were called the pink rooms, everything being in 
keeping with its superb coloring. The elegant bedstead 
was of burnished brass; the pink satin covering was rare 
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and artistically arranged, having been dimmed of its 
brightness by a lovely throw of antique lace with its many 
floral designs of creamy white; the pink satin drapes 
adorning the windows and doorways had the same ex- 
quisite lace covering; the brocaded pink satin furniture 
looked as though its coloring had come with the last rays 
of the setting sun; on the lovely dresser were all the neces- 
sary creations to complete my lady's toilet, such as brush, 
and comb trays, pin cushion, manicure sets, hand mirrors, 
and numerous dainty articles, all incased in the same cor- 
responding tints of pink and gold. The floral decora- 
tions were pink and white rosebuds, and in the eyes of this 
daintily reared girl who loved the beautiful, her new sur- 
roundings seemed like some enchanting dream, and it was 
not until her maid had broken the silence that she became 
fully conscious of the more necessary things of life. 

" What did you say? I do not know your name. Rose? 
I will remember that; it is a very pretty name. What 
were you about to say, Rose?" 

" Do de missus want simafin? " 

" No, thank you. Rose; I am from the West, and there 
we are brought up mostly to be our own waiting maids.'* 

" Berry well, missus, I's goin' down stairs, but ober dar 
am de bell, an' yo' can ring 'case yo' want sumfin," respect- 
fully spoke Rose as she passed from the room, softly clos- 
ing the door after her. 

"Gomel" called Pearl, on hearing a rap upon the 
door, which she supposed was Rose returning, but as the 
door opened, aimtie Mason peered in, saying, "Dear, 
when you are dressed you can run down into the library, 
where we will meet you when the breakfast bell rings, if 
not before; there you will find the morning papers and 
plenty to read to help shorten the time." 

" Very well, aimtie dear, but do not worry about me," 
called Pearl, as her aunt was closing the door. 
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" I guess I will wear white and pink this morning, to be 
in harmony with my dainty room," soliloquized Pearl, softly 
brushing out her golden curls, then confining them into 
the desired position with a gold arrow set with pearls — 
her mother's only wedding ornament worn in London, 
when she became a bride; this she had given to Pearl, after 
telling her of its almost priceless value. She next put on 
a pretty white robe, composed of creamy lace and pink 
ribbons — a lovely morning creation sent her by auntie 
Mason. Then selecting a dainty rosebud she placed it to 
the left among a mass of ringlets — turning to survey 
herself in the mirror, where to her surprise and pleasure, a 
vision of beauty met her eyes, wholly unlooked for. 
After the look of startled wonder had disappeared, it was 
replaced by one of pardonable pride in one so young and 
innocent. Turning, with a smile, from the great looking- 
glass, she opened the door and descended the stairway in 
search of the library, little dreaming that she was going 
to meet her fate. 

Finding the library door slightly ajar she entered, not 
observing that the room was occupied, until the rustling 
of paper attracted her attention; when, glancing in 
the direction from whence the sound came, she saw, 
with genuine consternation depicted in her countenance, 
a handsome, intellectual-looking gentleman who had risen 
at her entrance and stood gazing upon her awe-stricken 
face with a look of wonder at the unexpected vision of 
beauty standing before him. As she was about to with- 
draw, he interposed, by introducing himself. 

" Pardon me," said he, with a most courtly smile, " I am 
Henry Ellisford, the guest of Mr. and Mrs. Mason. I 
presume I am addressing their niece. Miss Vandeventer, 
of Chicago. Surely, being guests under one roof, we need 
not be formal," concluded Lord Ellisford, griacefully ex- 
tending his hand. 

[ 43 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEE OF GOLD 

As Pearl accepted the introduction the color flooded her 
fair face for an instant, then, collecting herself, she con- 
tinued: " You are right; I am from Chicago; there it is 
not considered an act of discourtesy to address any guest 
one meets within the walls of friendly hospitality; I am 
pleased to learn that the atmosphere here promises to be 
as homelike; it saves one from continually begging pardon 
for faults unconsciously committed when under the strin- 
gent rules of too much formal etiquette." 

"You speak of faults; it is customary, I believe, to 
pardon only such as are discernable, and in the fair 
and beautiful, one rarely finds such blemishes," replied his 
lordship, meaningly. 

" There are none so blind as those who will not see; the 
rose is outwardly beautiful, but it has its thorns, my lord." 

" Yes, I know; but ' a thing of beauty is a joy forever.' 
When fully realizing the worth of this greater happiness, 
we often gladly accept the bitter by way of obtaining the 
sweet." 

" Victor Hugo tells us that ' The human mmd has a 
simimit;' surely this simmiit could never be attained 
through the flimsy words of flattery." 

" This summit, I believe he calls the ' idealf ** quoted 
Lord Ellisford, placing particular stress on the word 
ideal, his expressive eyes brimming over with mischievous 
wonder at this young girl meeting him so perfectly self- 
possessed at every turn in the conversation. 

" Yes, my lord, you are correct ; the summit is the ideal to 
which God descends, as man rises up to it, this ideal being 
too sacredly sublime to be turned into society puns or shal- 
low words of flattery. Come, my lord, if we are to be 
friends, let us begin aright. * To be or not to be,* that is 
the question." 

" To be, fair goddess; but pray be seated; we must be 
what they call the early birds. I have a faint remem- 
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brance of hearing mother say, when I was a wee boy, 
that * the early bird, catches the worm/ " 

" Yes, my lord; but as the naughty boy once said, * If 
that worm hadn't got up so early he wouldn't have been 
caught! * ** 

" That's so," returned Lord Ellisford, significantly. 
. Whereat, Pearl, realizing the wit of her opponent, burst 
out into a merry laugh, joined by his lordship, just as 
Lucile Mason entered the room radiantly beautiful in her 
becoming breakfast gown of pearl-colored silk. 

Lord Ellisford, arising to meet her, shook the slender 
hand extended to him, as she gave him a most hearty 
welcome, which he graciously received, smilingly remark- 
ing: " This seems like old times." 

" Yes, indeed, it does. Lord Ellisford; and I assure you 
that it gives me great pleasure to renew old-time acquaint- 
anceship ; but pray enlighten my curiosity as to the merry 
laughter 1 heard while on my way to this room? " 

" Oh, nothing worth repeating," gasped Pearl, " please 
do not mention it again, as Lord Ellisford carried ofi^ the 
palm at my expense, which I could not stand the repetition 
of." 

" It began somewhere in the neighborhood of Victor 
Hugo, running as usual from the sublime to the ridicu- 
lous — but by way of changing the conversation," said 
his lordship, noting the color rising in Pearl's face, " How 
did you enjoy your trip to the West?" 

" I had a most enjoyable time; I found the people there 
so very refreshingly pleasant to meet." 

" I think that I can fully agree with you on that point, 
from my morning's experience," smilingly returned his 
lordship, just as the breakfast bell began to ring; when, 
ofi^ering an arm to each of the ladies, the trio descended 
the broad stairway and were soon entering the conmaodious 
dining-hall, where the host and hostess were awaiting them. 
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" Grood morning, Lord EUisf ord, I am somewhat sur- 
prised at yom- laziness; of com'se, the ladies had to primp 
up, after traveling all night, but I see no well-defined ex- 
cuse for others to keep a man waiting for his breakfast 
until he is on the verge of starvation." 

" I am glad to know, girls, that Lord Ellisf ord is fully 
aware of father's idiosyncrasies — by way of covering up 
his own frailties at another's expense; I really believe 
that he would be sleeping now, had not I awakened him, 
that is the reason he did not meet you girls at the depot, 
he could not get dressed in time, and then only remained up 
long enough to say * Howdy.' " 

" Well, I like that; but I have found out, from a sad ex- 
perience of many long and weary years, that the only way 
to live in peace and comfort with a woman is to let her 
have her own way; take warning from me, — most perse- 
cuted of mortals! Lord Ellisf ord, and avoid the yokel" 

" Perhaps I shall be like yourself, most noble host — 
go it blind ; and we know that the world is full of just such 
fools as you and I, who are very susceptible and easily 
caught; ** finished Lord Ellisf ord, dwelling purposely on 
the word caught^ as he cast a fleeting glance at Pearl, 
whose face slightly flushed while she, regardless of table 
etiquette, burst out into a ringing laugh. 

" Pearl, what pleases you so much? Were I not afraid 
of being considered stupid, I should be inclined to think 
it was a continuation of the unexplained laughter I heard 
this morning as I was about to enter the library; come. 
Curly, if we are to continue chums, no secrets! " 

" That's so, cousin Lucile; but, as the joke was on my 
humble self, I will leave the interpretation of said laughter 
to your guest. Lord EUisf ord." 

" Considering the joke was accidently turned on the 
lady, would it be commendable, or be considered an act 
of gallantry under the circumstances, to further continue 
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the persecution? When one stumbles unconsciously upon 
that which the worldlings call witticism there should be no 
glory attributed to them for so little; we are told that 
one can gain knowledge from a fool, and after breakfast, 
I will tell you of an experience I had during my sojourn 
in a Canadian village, which fully illustrates the truth of 
the above assertion," promised Lord EUisf ord, by way of 
turning the conversation from Pearl and himself. 

" My lord, you must tell it now; if there is anything that 
will call up a man's appetite it is a good hearty laugh be- 
fore eating, and after; come, earn your breakfast, sir! 
I will have my pound of flesh." 

" Papa, I think we haye all earned the right to something 
to eat — all owing to your awful habit of laziness; there- 
fore I insist that Lord Ellisf ord be allowed to eat his 
breakfast, telling the story of his experience afterwards," 
interposed Lucile. 

" Not a bit of it; proceed at once, my lord; the awful 
pressure of restrained curiosity would be ruinous to my 
appetite," solemnly declared Mr. Mason. 

" * Of two evils, choose the least,' " quoted Lord Ellis- 
ford; " therefore I will proceed with my story." 

" I was a guest for several weeks, some years ago, at 
the viUage home of one of Canada's most prominent 
clergymen — the Rev. Robert Burns, who was a direct 
descendant of Robert Burns, the poet. One evening, a 
social was to meet at the parsonage of the M. E. Church, 
of which Mr. Bums was pastor; and I, wishing to look 
into the character of this rustic gathering, consented to 
remain over as one of the guests ; those who attended were 
not all from the village, some came in from many miles 
throughout the surrounding country to partake in the 
hospitality extended to them. At my request, my title 
was dropped, I being, for that evening, just plain Mr. 
EUisford. 
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" I distinctly remember the first to enter the parlor on 
that memorable evening, was a tall, lanky individual, who 
crossing the room took entire possession of the one small 
sofa, by sitting directly in its center, then, placing both 
hands within his pantaloons pockets and extending his 
lower extremities as far out into the room as possible, 
he sat with a quizzical expression upon his face, as he, 
with half -closed eyes proceeded to quietly inspect each 
newcomer. Over his low, but broad, forehead, a rebel- 
lious lock fell nearly to his eyebrows, giving him (in my 
opinion) the appearance of a very stupid-looking individ- 
ual, but little did I dream, while judging him, of his hidden 
ability, that was in a few moments to make me become the 
sole subject of his wit. 

" During the evening, a game was suggested, wherein 
each one in turn (on hearing his name called) was to 
jump instantly to the floor, or pay a forfeit for the 
delay. On arising, the party was to state what she, or he, 
would do to earn a living in case of some great emergency. 
I, being called upon to start the game, said I would stand 
upon a street comer, and extending my hand to all passers 
by, would say: * Give me fifty cents, I am foolish.' 

" I was aware, when I had finished, of a low chuckle 
coming from the direction of the sofa; then a droll tone of 
voice followed, and over the speaker's face spread a smile 
of quizzical good nature, as he said: 

" * I should think that you might make considerable that 
way.' 

"A general laugh ensued, in which I joined most 
heartily, to the great amusement of my host and hostess." 

"Did your lordship remain incognito the rest of the 
evening? " inquired Pearl. 

" I was only too glad to do so for my own comfort and 
that of the more humble guest ; having been told by my host 
that he would feel deeply humiliated did he learn of my title." 
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" Let US eat," solemnly spoke up Mr. Mason, after 
recovering from this much-enjoyed laughter, whereupon, 
all obeying the ordeir, it was not long ere the inner man 
M^as appeased. 

" Well, good people, I am very sorry to tear myself 
away, but business before pleasure, as they say; I have a 
very pressing engagement down street, and must beg to 
be excused; leaving my good Lord Ellisford to look after 
the ladies, hoping your lordship will survive the penalty 
thus put upon you for keeping me so long without my 
breakfast; I will now say good morning to everybody," 
said Mr. Mason, as he smilingly withdrew. 

" I would advise that you girls lie down," suggested 
auntie Mason. 

"Manmaa Mason! I could not think of such a thing, 
this lovely morning ; I slept soundly all night ; how is it with 
you. Curly? " 

" I echo her words, auntie dear, and am acquiescent with 
most anything that suits the company — but being sent to 
bed." 

" As it is left to the company, how would a drive around 
the city do, while the weather is fine?" proposed Mrs. 
Mason. 

" I for one, coincide with the drive around the city, and 
as Mrs. Mason proposes this pleasant trip, I move that 
she make one of the party ; as we need somebody to keep us 
in trim, seeing as I am undergoing a pennance for lazi- 
ness," smilingly replied his lordship. 

" Thanks, my lord, but having so many household cares 
on hand this morning I must beg to be excused." 

" Rose, send Sam to me!" ordered Lucile, as Rose was 
entering the dining-room preparatory to clearing the 
table. 

" Yis, missus, he am jus' done gone to get the kerrage 
hitched, he done tole me so." 
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" (Tood morning, Missus Mason!" said Sam, appearing* 
in the doorway, " I's waiting yo' mornin' construc- 
tions." 

" Good morning, Sam," returned Lucile, striving hard 
to conceal the smile that his usual blustering attempt at 
using big words had drawn forth, regardless of their exact 
position or intelligible meaning. 

'" I's got de oben-barouch, Missus Mason, 'cause dar ani 
moah ob yo' dis morninM " 

" That was what I was about to order, Sam, and you may 
take the remainder of your instructions from Lord EUis- 
ford, as to where to drive." 

" I will, dat, sah," said Sam, turning to Lord Ellisford 
and bowing with great gusto, as he walked backwards from 
the room. 

" Our Sam is such a wonderfully good coachman," said 
Lucile, " and I feel so safe with him when driving out, 
quite regardless of his wholesale slaughter of the English 
language." 

" Pearl, dear," said auntie Mason, " I had pa send a 
long message to your mother, so that you will not feel 
compelled to write to-day." 

" Thanks, auntie, but that would not be substitute 
enough to satisfy manmia and papa; they will expect to 
hear direct from me; please grant me twenty minutes and 
I will run up and keep my promise." 

" Run awd,y. Curly, and do not be long," called Lucile, 
as she was leaving the room. 

" Why do you call her Curly? " querried Lord Ellisford, 
smilingly, as her fairy-like form disappeared from sight. 

" Because she is such a dear, and because she has such 
lovely curly hair, and because we love her very much." 

" I can readily comprehend," musingly replied Lord 
Ellisford, when observing Lucile's glance of questioning 
penetration, he adroitly turned the subject. 
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" How long is it. Miss Mason, since last we met? One 
or two years?" 

" A little over two, if I remember aright; it was then 
that you told me about your father's will, and about the 
strange woman in black who left it at your executors' 
oflSce, some eight years after his death, and also that you 
were searching for your mother. Did you succeed in find- 
ing any clue to her whereabouts?" 

" I did not succeed in discovering anything that was of 
any importance; poor dear, dear mother, her sweet face is 
before me day and night, and I cannot drive away the 
thought that she is still living and that I shall one day see 
her. One night, I had a dream. Miss Mason, in which 
mother figured; it was sometime last winter, and the efi^ect 
of that dream was so impressed upon my mind that I can- 
not forget it; and for hours after I awakened I 
could not throw off the feeling of dread with which it in- 
spired me ; and the dawning of day found me an early riser. 
In this dream state, I saw my mother's beautiful face as I 
remember it in the long ago when I was, as you know, but 
an infant. But in this dream her face had grown so old 
and haggard-looking, as she stood entreatingly holding 
out her hands to me while her trembling lips moaned forth 
the words: ' I did not do it, sonl I did not do it I ' She 
seemed to be standing over my bed, away up in one of the 
tower bedrooms, in a part of my house that I have never 
entered for certain reasons ; cousin Imogene, having stored 
aU her mother's effects up there, retained the keys. Her 
mother's tragic death was such a shock to her, that I, out 
of sympathy, refrain from alluding to that portion of 
my home or ever visiting it." 

" Did you ever tell your cousin Imogene of your strange 
dream?" 

" Yes, Miss Mason, one Sabbath morning during one of 
our breakfast chats, when the poor girl turned deadly pale 
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and ran sobbing from the room, crying, "Poor dear, 
mother, why did you do it? ' Sjiowing the effect that even 
alluding to this subject has on her overly sensitive najkure, 
and feeling that she is always grieving over the great 
wrong her mother once did me, I never, as a rule, bring up 
the sad subject when in her presence." 

" Did you advertise for your mother? " 

" Yes, in every paper of any importance and seemingly 
throughout the world, with discouraging results." 

" All aboard there," broke in the merry voice of Pearl 
Vandeventer, as she almost flew into their presence, equip- 
ped in a navy blue traveling suit or street costume, which 
was very becoming to her rare complexion and slender^ 
graceful figure, thus making her appear more lovely than 
ever in the eyes of Lord Ellisf ord. 

" All ready, Curly, well done! I must have at least ten 
minutes in which to change my breakfast robe," said Lucile, 
as she hurried away, returning at almost the specified time^ 
also becomingly attired. 

" What an honored personage I am this morning, to be 
allowed to escort two such peerless young ladies," remarked 
Lord Ellisf ord, looking from one to the other approvingly 
as they neared the front door. 

"And how we ladies are being honored (mimicked 
Pearl) in being allowed the extreme pleasure of driving 
out with a real, live lord," 

" If you ladies only knew how, at heart, I detest that 
title, I am more than sure that you would refrain from 
reminding me of it; and I see no harm in paying an honest 
tribute to beauty." 

So genuinely was this compliment given, that the young 
ladies graciously accepted it in silence, as they entered 
the carriage to be driven swiftly over New York's 
great thoroughfare, evidently enjoying the pleasures 
in which youth loves to participate, when in congenial 
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company, by giving vent to much miconventional merry- 
making. 

Lord Ellisf ord's eyes were constantly fixed on Pearrs 
lovely comitenance, all aglow with the fresh morning air, 
and as her girlish laugh rang frequently out, displaying 
two very entrancing dimples and two rows of perfect teeth, 
while she at the same time seemed so utterly unconscious 
of her beauty (the like of which Lord Ellisf ord had never 
seen before) , she had unknowingly captured one of Lon- 
don's best men, and a titled and scholarly gentleman at 
that; the knowledge of which, for a time, will add long 
hours of sorrow to her young heart, almost wrecking her 
health with its many days of harrowing uncertainty. 

We will now leave them to their merry-making of two 
short weeks, after which Pearl will go to Boston to attend 
college; during which time we ynH take a trip across the 
ocean, to learn what has been going on at " The Ellisf ord 
House *' since the day Lord Ellisf ord took his departure 
from London to visit the United States of America. 
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CHAPTER III 

« 

THE day Lord Ellisford took his departure for the 
United States, Imogene Sutherland insisted on riding 
down in the carriage with him, to wish him a bonny voyage, 
as she smiUngly informed his lordship at that time, 
although it was in reahty to know that he was safely out of 
her way and to make sure that he had departed from Lon- 
don City. She returned to " Ellisford House " two hours 
later, evidently much excited over some mental problem she 
seemed bent on solving. 

On entering the house and throwing aside her wraps, she 
began pacing up and down the floor of her private recep- 
tion room with an expression on her face not unlike that of 
an enraged tigress, as she soliloquized aloud: 

" Oh, ye gods 1 is there no other way out of it? Curse you, 
my mother 1 curse you, I say! When I think of how you 
have left mel I might have been sole owner of this fine 
estate had you barkened to my pleadings! Bah! I'll do it I 
I'll not be cheated out of that which could have been mine, 
all mine! " she fairly shrieked, " had not this young hood- 
lum of a cousin, so like his saintly mother, barred the way. 
" Ah! that dream of his; it makes me shudder and think 
uncanny things 1 1 must away to the asylum this very night ; 
that room once vacant will leave space for another who 
on his return will be caught like a rat in a trap. Ha! hat 
my lord, I find that ambition once goaded on, is somewhat 
like a glass of wine; one glass calls for another; and my 
Lord Ellisford, on your return, I will reserve one glass for 
you; I dare not run the risk of another pretty face becom- 
ing mistress of this princely home. I must be up and 
doing! I'll, — let me see, yes I have it, I'll ring for Jacob; 
hark! I hear somebody coming. 

" Ah! Jacob, I was about to ring for you; I wish you to 
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order a hansom to be here at eight-forty o'clock this even- 
ing, as I understand that you told Michael the horses were 
ailing, and will say, in conclusion, that this will give you a 
sort of holiday as they always send a driver with their 
hansoms, and a little spare time does not come amiss even 
if it is in the evening," remarked Imogene, smiling gra- 
ciously upon him. 

" Aye, my lady, I dinna care to gae me out th' night; I 
wad rest me doon a bit, if ye dinna moind? " 

" Do just as you wish about it, Jacob, but as you do 
not care to use the time I do not think it will harm the 
horses to be driven a short distance ; I want you to go on an 
errand for me this evening, at eight-thirty, sharp ; by the 
way, you need not order a carriage for me ; I may not need 
it." 

" All roight, my lady," replied Jacob, and turning left 
the room. Once out of hearing, he kept muttering to 
himself: " I canna loik my lady, I dinna understand her 
wicked ees ; an' she wad ha'e me gae out th' een. I canna 
drive away th' fear of evil f ra' my moind, an' I dinna for- 
get th' old master's lost will; lackaday! lackadayl Aye, 
Jacob Burns, keep your een open an' awa after th' auld 
deil." 

" That stupid old Scotch fool," snarled Imogene aloud, 
shortly after the door had closed on old Jacob; " he doesn't 
know enough to appreciate a night off; I wonder if he 
suspects anything out of the ordinary? he is either very 
stupid or crafty. He has a face so unreadable, the ex- 
terior is as stoical as an Indian's; but to-night I must get 
him out of the way. Ahl I have it; I will treat him to a 
glass of wine; ha I ha 1 1 wonder if I dare! I somehow stand 
in awe of this honest old man; but there must be no prying 
eyes to-night; and when my gallant lord returns (as he will 
ere long) , I will grant him time and place to hold com- 
munion with his sins. To-morrow the carpenter comes; 
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I must not have too many irons in the fire at once; but I see 
no way out of it ; I hear somebody nearing the door ; I hope 
they didn't hear," she thought, as she called, " Come in I " 

" Did my lady ring? " querried Jacob somewhat confus- 
edly, as he stood there awkwardly twisting his hat. 

" No, I did not ring, Jacob, but now that you are here, 
and as you spoke of not feeling well, will you have a glass 
of wine? I keep a little on hand of the very choicest, which 
Lord EUisf ord ordered to steady my nerves." 

" Thankie, my lady, but I hae no use for sic' a draught, 
my ain mither dinna loik to hae me drink it, but be it that 
I hae a doctor's dope, an' wad my lady nae object, I wad 
tak' a wee drap to my room to wash it doon a bit at my 
bed 'our? " 

" I certainly do not object, Jacob, and it will make you 
sleep; I would not urge you to take it as a beverage; in 
fact, it gives me great pleasure to learn that you do not 
indulge in intoxicating drinks. At eight-thirty, this even- 
ing, I want you to drive over to Queen Victoria Street 
and get this prescription filled at Apothecary's Hall; ask 
for Doctor Radclif ; if he is not in (and I am sure he will 
not be at that hour, thought Imogene) , you can await his 
coming, as I would not trust the putting of this up to any- 
body else." 

" That I will, my lady," said Jacob, as he was closing the 
door; after which he quickly left the house and, crossing 
the yard, went directly to his room in the stable. Once , 
there, he, after placing the glass of wine (given to him by 
his mistress) upon a table, called a cat, saying: " Come, 
puss, th' master's goin' to gie thee a hooliday ;" then reach- 
ing for the glass, before puss was aware of his intentions 
he had poured most of the contents down her throat; puss, 
springing to the floor and running to a comer, fell sud- 
denly down and in a few seconds lay there apparently life- 
less. 
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"Guid Guide! " ejaculated Jacob — turning pale at the 
thought that the cat was dead; " an' sic wad hae been my 
hoolidayl I'll takit my aith o' this hooliday aye for lang; 
then lookit, my lady, or ye'll gae where nane expectit," 

" There, I have disposed of Jacob all right; now I'll ring 
for Michael," murmured Imogene, "and I'll have him 
order the hansom to be at the side entrance at eight-forty, 
this evening; my lord's orders were to be out to * Ellisford 
Castle ' as soon as the season ended; but when I go there, 
I'll leave your lordship in full charge of the city residence; 
while I go out to the * Castle ' to await your coming; me 
thinks that you will be better looked after in London, and 
I would not be expected to remain in the city alone, after 
the leading ladies had deserted it; that is, unless circum- 
stances compel me to remain there, until next fall; some 
people die hard, they say, and, bad as I am, I cannot be- 
come an out-and-out murderess; I hear a door closing 
below, and footsteps are coming this way; I guess it must 
be Michael." 

" Good afthemoon, me leddy ! was it mesilf yez sinded 
fer?" asked Michael, a bland good-natured smile over- 
spreading his jovial countenance, as he stood before his 
mistress. 

" I sent for you, Michael, as I wish you to order a han- 
som to be here at eight-forty, sharp, this evening. You 
can say that the order comes from Lord Henry Ellisford." 

" Fer who? Indade, I was afther th' thinkin' that me 
laird had long since set sail fer America 1 " 

" I am perfectly aware of where Lord Ellisford has 
gone; you have my orders, please execute them at once, 
sir! " returned Imogene haughtily. 

" Oi will that, me leddy; an' Oi axes yer pardon fer back- 
talkin';" apologized Michael, as he walked somewhat crest- 
fallen from the room; retaliating, by giving full vent to 
his wrath, when out of hearing, and where he knew that 
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he was his own auditor; " An' shure, phat diviltry is she 
afther bein' up to now, Oi do wonder? I'll order th' hansom, 
me foine leddy Imogene Sutherland, an' I'll be afther 
watehin' th' whole noight's doin's, bad cess to yez; an' it's 
me good sister Kate that's in America, who do be afther 
tellin' me that she niver had any use f er yer leddyship, 
if Oi remembers aroight, an' that Oi do, perfectly aisy," 
grumbled Michael, " an' I'll tell thim to be chargin' th' 
same to yer own silf, that Oi will." 

"Well, now," remarked Imogene, after Michael had 
taken his departure, " I must look after the inner man, 
as they say, and I declare if it isn't nearly six o'clock ;" and, 
ringing the bell, Imogene ordered dinner for two, sent to 
her room; calling after Mary to " make the coffee good 
and strong." 

" Oi do be afther wonderin'," softly articulated Mary 
on her way back to the kitchen, " who it bes that dines wid 
me leddy every blissed day, fer so long a toime? I takes 
thim two trays up full, an' I'm always bringin' iv thim 
down empty these long, long years. But afther all, it's not 
fer th' loikes iv mesilf to be interfarin' wid th' missus's 
business. Och, sorra I'd be to be afther doin' iv th' loikes 
iv that; shure Oi does th' work, and th' master pays me 
th' wages, so he do; an' may th' saints forgive me, if Oi 
do be afther doin' iv it again," finished Mary, as she closed 
the dining-room door. 

" Here it is eight-forty, and the hansom not here yet. 
There, I hear it now; I will run softly down stairs and open 
the door to prevent his. ringing the bell." When suiting 
the action to the word, Imogene, tripping lightly down 
the stairs, softly opened the door, saying: " I will be down 
in a moment;" then quickly retracing her steps she re-en- 
tered her own room where only occasional whispers were 
heard as these words were spoken: "There, now, drink 
this; it will give you courage;" were the more distinguish- 
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able words heard from without by Mary as she was pass- 
ing the door, en route to her chamber,, barely escaping the 
eyes of Imogene Sutherland who, coming out, turned 
down all the lights; quickly returning, she called softly: 
" Come 1 The way is clear." When Mary Maloney, peer- 
ing cautiously into the darkened hallway, saw two veiled 
ladies dressed in deep black go quietly down the darkened 
stairway and out through the long-unused side entrance, 
where they entered a hansom that was driven rapidly away. 

"Holy Mitherl All th' saints iv hiven couldn't be 
af ther makin' me belave th' loikes iv this noight's doin's did 
Oi not be seein' iv it wid me two bhssid eyes; but it's not 
Mary Maloney who should be af ther kapin' watch iv me 
bethers. Shure me mistress knows th' roight iv it all; but 
it do be af ther bein' a quare noight's doin's, so it is ; an' shure 
I'm not th' greenhorn that me lady wid thim palaverin' 
ways takes me to be," grumbled Mary Maloney as she 
went down into the kitchen. 

"Where are we going, Imogene?" asked one of the 
veiled occupants of the cab, after it had passed out of EUis- 
f ord's grounds. 

" We are going to a nice home, where you will be among 
friends as long as you do not talk (you understand) ," said 
Imogene, cautiously looking out of the hansom window. 

" I more than understand, I know; and how can I thank 
you, dear, for risking so much for me, poor unfortunate 
me; and may the good God bless you, as I do, dearl You 
will some day receive your reward, — but I do not under- 
stand what makes me so sleepy, d-e-a-r, w-h-e-r-e a-r-e 
y-o-u, d-e-a-r? H-o-l-d m-y h-a-n-dl" 

" Thank heaven!" said Imogene, taking her hand, " she 
has succumbed at last; and here we are." 

" Is it your ladyship?" called out a cruel- faced looking 
man, dressed in black broadcloth, who, walking up to the 
hansom, opened the door and peered in. 

[ 59 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEB OF GOLD 

" Yes, it is I, doctor." 

"Is she asleep?" 

" Yes, fast asleep; poor old Kate. I gave her the pow- 
der you sent, and in the morning, I think, she will he all 
right; that is, if you do not try to make her talk; silence 
seems to be her hobby; but you doctors are so accustomed 
to receiving and caring for such unfortunates that you 
must fully understand; so keep her as long as you can, 
doctor, and the money will always be forthcoming." 

" I guess I can manage the keeping of her, all right,*' 
harshly laughed the doctor, as he gave a peculiar whistle — 
whereupon the great gates flew open and two men, coming 
forward, raised the unconscious woman from off the seat 
and carried her through — to be incarcerated within the 
walls of one of the so-called private insane asylums, so 
dreaded in London. And the appalling gloom surround- 
ing this human prison was not apt to inspire any body with 
a confidence that would be reassuring. 

"Grood night, doctor," smiled Imogene Sutherland 
sweetly as the slumbering form disappeared from sight; 
whereupon the hackman drove rapidly away, soon reaching 
Ellisford House. Imogene alighting, when the driver 
turning without a word passed quickly from the grounds. 

"I feel like a murderess!" shudderingly murmured 
Imogene Sutherland, as she, on entering the house and 
throwing aside her wraps, began pacing up and down the 
floor, as was her usual custom when undergoing any great 
mental strain. 

" Her loving words of thankful praise still ring in my 
ears. Curse herl Curse, her! Curse everybody I Why was 
I ever bom? Bah! I'll not play the coward, now; and 
when I reign mistress here I will have all London at my 
feet paying homage to the only living Lady of Ellisford 
House. One more glass of wine, then I shall sleep and 
forget. ' But in that sleep of death, what dreams may 
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come/ " she tremblingly quoted, as, hurriedly disrobing, 
she drained the glass of wine; having scarcely touched her 
pillow, when she seemed sleeping the quiet sleep of the 
just. 

Slumber on, Imogene Sutheriand, rest while you may; 
some day, sleep will not come so readily, when, " An eye 
for an eye and a tooth for a tooth " is demanded of you 
from a Higher Court of Justice. 

Jacob, on leaving Apothecary's Hall, where he did not 
have to wait as was expected, as Doctor Radclif returned 
for a forgotten package, and Jacob, taking advantage of 
the opportunity, presented the prescription, remarking, by 
the way of compliment : 

" My lady thinkit th' better that yo' do th' dope up your 
sel', that nane ither can do it sae well.'^ 

" That is only my lady's fancy," laughed the doctor, 
" you may tell Lady Sutherland that any clerk in here is 
fully capable of doing this up." 

" Weel, weel, my lady, ony maun can do th' like — then 
it be nane out of th' ordinarl I canna forget th' hooliday 
ye wad gie me. The Lord f orgie ye for th' leein' 1 I'll 
gae me hame, an' I wadna thinkit twice o' tellin' her mysel', 
Auld Scotland! an' it do be th' nakid truth. An' where 
can my lady be gain' this unholy 'our? An' who be she 
ta'en awa? I darna gae me too fast. Sham' tak' thee! 
Ould Jacob kens thee well, whate'er becomes of it, my 
lady." 

Most unfortunately for Imogene Sutherland, just as 
Jacob was about to pass in his dogcart, the hansom contain- 
ing herself and the unconscious burden passed directly in 
front of a lamppost, at the time that she had thrown her veil 
aside, thus disclosing her pallidly beautiful face to his as- 
tonished gaze; while he, quickly turning his horse, cau- 
tiously followed her, frequently stopping, so as not to at- 
tract the attention of her driver; coming up just barely 
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in time to see somebody taken from the hansom and carried 
through the gates of the asylum. Quietly turning his 
horse around, he drove at a rapid rate for home, reaching 
there just in time to escape detection; and putting up his 
horse, he entered his own comfortable quarters within 
the stable, muttering cautiously: 

" Nal nal my lady I Auld Jacob is na* cheated; he kens 
thee well I'* Just then a low rap, very cautiously given, 
was heard on the door. 

" An' who wad be coniin' this late 'our?" querried Jacob 
softly to himself as he opened the door. 

" Guid een, Michael! Wad ye cum in a bit? " 

" Shure, that Oi will, an' be afther th' sittin' iv mesilf 
down; an' yez had bether be givin' yer attention to me 
avenin's work. Jacob, it's yersilf phat knows th' quare 
actions iv me leddy; but Oi'm afther th' thinkin' that this 
noight's job do be a batin' iv thim alll " said Michael, as 
in an excited manner he related the story of the hansom, 
also telling all about the meals, that Mary, his sweetheart, 
had informed him of, adding, by way of conclusion: " An' 
Jacob, this do be afther goin' on iver since th' masther — 
diedl" 

For a few moments Jacob seemed in a deep study, as 
he remained silent so long; then, solemnly shaking his wise 
old head, he almost whispered the words that passed 
through his lips, as he said: "Maim, ye mus' keepit a 
still mou' an' dinna takit to nane — keep an ee open, an* 
the guid Guide 'ill nae let my lady gae wrang; He kens 
her weel." 

" Kape me mouth shut, do yez mane? shure I do be 
afther doin' all iv that, an' Oi'm afther bein' sufficient f er 
me foine leddy; an', Jacob, it's mesilf, begorra, who do 
be findin' out all about th' woman they were afther takin* 
fast asleep into that dirty prison, at this 'our iv th' noight 
— who they do be callin' Fitzpatrickl An' it's th' ugly- 
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lookin' chap was th' spalpene iv a nager that they were 
afther eallin' th' doethor. I herd himsilf soi that he was 
afther advertisin' fer a man, an' shure, Jacob, it's mesilf 
will be Pat Doolin — fer ' th' occasion; an' if Oi once suc- 
ceed in gettin' in thar, Oi'll find out if me suspicions are 
correct." Then leaning over closely to Jacob, Michael 
whispered something into his ear, that caused his face to 
assume a deathly hue, as he ejaculated: 

" Guid Guide 1 maim! I dinna thinkit; noo, I wad nae 
wond'r. Dinna stapit maim — gae ye to work; an' I'll 
writed my laird to came hame ; an', Michael, ye dinna tauld 
me a' my lady said th' noight, and I darena stapit, sae I 
dinna hear." 

" ' Yez can kape her doethor, as long as yez plaze, an' th' 
monie's do always be forthcomin'.' Shure thim are afther 
bein' th' same blissid words, an' Oi kapes thim in me 'ed 
all iv th' way home." 

" Weel, Michael, noo I thinkit, thee had better gae thee 
to roost; th' 'our is late, an' I dinna hae me a hooliday th' 
morrow — I gee it to puss." And, shaking hands, both 
men laughed most heartily over this uncanny joke as they 
separated for the night. 

Eight o'clock next morning found Imogene Sutherland 
still in bed soundly sleeping, until a gentle rap at the door 
caused her to spring suddenly from her couch, trembUng 
and pallid with fear; her teeth fairly chattering, as she 
called out in a low voice: " Who is there? " 

" Mary, me leddy ; Oi wad be afther askin' should I bring 
up yer breakfast?" 

" Yes, Mary, and be sure that the coJffee is strong." 

" That Oi will;" returned Mary good naturedly, as she 
went below; and having prepared the usual trays, she on 
her return, finding the door open, walked in. When Imo- 
gene's eyes caught sight of the two trays, she turned very 
pale (having overlooked her custom of several years, in 
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her great anxiety to rid herself of last night's burden) ; 
while she thought — " after all, it is reassuring, as it con- 
vinces me that I have so far done a very neat piece of 
work, which has placed me above suspicion of the serv- 
ants; had she brought but one tray, I should have been 
worried." 

" Is me leddy sick? '' anxiously questioned Mary, on ob- 
serving the pale face of her mistress. 

" No, Mary, I think I have taken a slight cold, and here- 
after, I will come down stairs to my breakfast, as the doc- 
tor thinks it will be better for my health." 

" An' shure I was niver af ther thinkin' that me leddy was 
ailin' ; but a body can niver tell by th' looks." 

" There, Mary," said Imogene, purposely ignoring the 
above remark, " that is all I wish; you may remove the 
trays, — then bring me up the mail, if there is any." 

" Shure, there be, me leddy; siveral papers an' three lit- 
ters," answered Mary, as she was leaving the room in quest 
of the mail. 

When left alone, Imogene arose, saying aloud: " Well, 
I begin to feel as though I was again on deck and ready 
to carry a full sail, were it not for the constant feeling of 
annoyance that takes possession of me whenever I recall 
the dark, sinister look, blended with one of suspicion, which 
so plainly revealed itself on the surface of Dr. Zacquail's 
cruel-looking countenance last evening. I wonder what 
Kitty will say when he introduces himself this morning; 
I am not afraid of her disclosing her identity, however; 
one who has stood under the shadow of the gallows for 
so many years is not apt to become too confidential to 
strangers; and I have cautioned her, — poor trusting fool; 
she came here just in time to be my mascot. It is the 
woman in black who is haunting me, she who left the will 
at the office of Brown & Co., shortly after mother was 
killed in the smash up. I thought I heard a rapping at the 
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door; yes, there it is again. I believe I am growing 
nervous, and that will never do.'* 

" Cornel " called Imogene, as the third rap, somewhat 
louder, followed. 

" Here is yer mail, me leddy, and a card from a gintle- 
man who do be af ther bein' seated in th* parlor." 

On glancing at the card, Imogene's face became livid, 
as she said hurriedly to Mary: " Tell the gentleman that I 
will be down in a few moments;*' then clinching her hands 
tightly together, she moaned through her compressed lips: 
" I hope she did not die under the drug I gave to her last 
night; if not, I am at a loss what to impute this call to; at 
any rate I will present a brave exterior; he shall gain noth- 
ing by outward appearances; I would have placed her in 
the Sisters' Home but for the fear that she might turn 
Catholic, and confess to the priest," muttered Imogene, 
as she descended to meet her unlooked-for caller. 

" Good morning. Doctor," smiled Imogene graciously. 
" Is the dear old soul ill? If not, why this call so early 
in the day? " 

"Good morning, Lady Sutherland; your prodigy 
whom you call Fitzpatrick (he added, meaningly) , is very 
much at home in her new quarters ; and I have advertised 
for an attendant to drive her out every morning, hoping 
that the fresh air will improve her condition." 

"Drive her outl did you say, doctor? " excitedly ques- 
tioned Imogene; " why, the poor soul has not been out in 
years; she would, in all probability, jimap from the car- 
riage and injure herself. No, doctor, I insist that she con- 
tinue her usual practice of remaining in or about the 
grounds, and what is more, she will not go, I have tried her 
and she has absolutely refused." 

" I do not intend to consult her in this matter. As her 
physician, I am under oath to save her life and reason, if 
it is possible to do so; and I have never been known, so far, 
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to neglect my duty. My call this morning is in regard 
to price pre-agreed upon. In counting up the cost of 
medical attendance, trained nurses, with the additional 
expense of board and lodging, I find I am compelled to 
ask you for a raise in my salary." 

" I was not aware that her case called for trained nurses 
and medical attendance, such as you hint at," returned 
Imogene, coldly. 

" You presume, then, to say that this woman needs no 
care. Lady Sutherland? Yet you, yourself, consider her 
unsafe to be at large I I have found out from a practical 
knowledge of human nature and by greater experience, 
that some people are more dangerous to have around than 
others I " sarcastically returned Dr. Zacquail. 

" May I ask how much you require over and above your 
first agreement? I feel that I am paying enough, consid- 
ering that I am keeping this case out of pure charity, ow- 
ing to past services well rendered." 

" While I greatly admire your idea of charity, my good 
Lady Sutherland, may I inquire (seeing that your object of 
charity needs so little care) , why it is that you do not keep 
her at home? It must cause you a vast amount of anxiety, 
I should imagine, thus leaving her to the mercy of entire 
strangers, when you have, seemingly, so much at your 
command to make her comfortable," sneered the doctor, 
with a wave of his long arm around the elegantly fur- 
nished apartment. 

"You have not answered my question, doctor 1 How 
much more do you demand over and above our first agree- 
ment? " composedly asked Imogene, completely ignoring 
his sarcastic remarks. 

" Twenty pounds; just double the first amount, that is, 
if you wish me to continue the case? " 

" It is a most exorbitant price, doctor, and were I not 
deeply interested in Kitty, from humane principles solely, 
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I should certainly refuse to pay the amount you ask; how- 
ever, we will let it pass this month ; in the meantime I wiUhunt 
up a more reasonable institution, and have her removed." 

"I am afraid that, my lady, is somewhat late in re- 
viewing this peculiar case; our agreement was, to keep 
her as long as I chose and the money would be always 
forthcoming. Consequently, I will not give up my pa- 
tient until you find some more plausible reason for remov- 
ing her; now, if you will kindly give me the required 
amount which I demand, I will not trouble you longer 
with my presence; my time is precious, and, as I informed 
you last evening, my terms are strictly in advance." 

" If you will excuse me, doctor, I will get the money 
which you demand," said Imogene, leaving the room. 

" I would prefer a check! " called out the doctor. 

"And I prefer to give the money," Imogene called 
back coldly; quickly returning with the required amount 
in gold, which she counted out to him, saying, that he must 
excuse her, as she had an engagement; " and, by the way, 
doctor, if you wish to see me again," she continued, " please 
drop me a line and I will call at your office; I much prefer 
it should be that way." 

" You know the rules of my asylum. Lady Sutherland, 
— two days of each week, Saturdays and Wednesdays; 
please do not call after dark, it is against my wishes as it 
disturbs the patients; and if I see fit or deem it necessary 
to call again, I shall consider it my privilege to do so; 
being admitted into all other homes from whence I have 
patients, I cannot except yours. Good morning. Lady 
Sutherland." 

Before Imogene could reply, he had reached the front 
door; as she started forward to open it, she was forestalled 
by Jacob Burns, who had been standing unnoticed in the 
hallway, his shrewd eyes closely scrutinizing the unsuspect- 
ing doctor as he passed through the open doorway. 
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"Jacob, how long have you been in this hallway?'* 
sharply demanded Imogene. 

" I dinna be sae lang, my lady; I come to let you know 
that Michael, he has gaun awa." 

" Michael gone away, without informing me of so doing, 
after his years of service here I Why did he not tell me of 
his intended departure when I paid him? " 

" He dinna say, my lady, an' I dinna ask why he was 
gaen; he has saved a hunder or twa, no dout — an' he'll 
nae rest till its gane awa." 

" I am very sorry Michael has gone; I must write to 
Lord Ellisford; and, Jacob, I will have you drive me out 
after lunch. As that is all, this morning, you may go." 

" All roight, my lady, good morning," politely returned 
Jacob leaving the room. But on his way to the stable 
he kept muttering softly to himself: " That de'il maun I 
let o't, my lady called Doctor Zacquail; an' I ken he'll 
quail — afore he comes to dee. I wad I could ken when 
my laird wad came hame; I canna stoppit mysel'. Lack- 
aday ! lackaday ! " 

"Well, well!" chuckled Doctor Zacquail when seated 
in his carriage, " I guess that, after all, I have found the 
goose that laid the golden egg. I must move cautiously; 
this whole thing looks like a game of chess, and I the win- 
ner. By next pay day, my haughty lady may be called 
upon to make another raise in my salary; as she assures me 
that she is caring for her patient out of pure charity, I 
flatter myself that she will not demur. Miss Fitzpatrick 
has something on her mind; perhaps she has helped to do 
away with somebody or holds some such secret. Her 
name does not suit her in the least. She looks like a lady. 
Last night I heard her call out in her sleep, and these were 
the words : * I did not do it ; I did not do it.' I must make 
her talk. That which is holding her tongue I will fathom 
to the very depths; she has no bodily ailments, and her 
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mind seems clear as a bell. There is some great mystery 
surromiding her, and I will penetrate its density. There 
appears to loom up in the distance, two sides to this financial 
deal, wherein Zacquail will disclose his hand to the highest 
bidder. Well, here we are at last. Black! whoa, you ras- 
cal 1 " Then giving the peculiar whistle of the night before, 
the ponderous gates flew open and closed again with the 
usual bang, after the owner had passed through. 

" Well, Barnaby, what's the news — anybody in answer 
to the ad? '* asked Zacquail of his most trusty " man-of -all- 
work." 

" Yes, doctor, several called; but, having a pretty fair 
knowledge of that which you are looking for, I retained 
only one for yoiu: inspection; you will find him seated in 
the second office to the right of the hall, sir." 

" Thanks, Barnaby, you're a trump ; take Black and put 
him up, I will not need him any more to-day; do not give 
him any drink until he has cooled ofi^ — I drove him 
somewhat faster than usual." 

" Ay, ay, doctor, and here's a letter marked ' personal ' ; 
it was delivered a few moments ago by a messenger." 

As Zacquail perused its contents, a brutal snule Ulmni- 
nated his ugly visage as he chuckled aloud: " Hal ha! ha! 
my Lady Sutherland, you beat old Black in trotting. So 
you do not wish your dear, old Kate to be seen? Neither 
do I without a veil; but I'll take care of all that, my dear 
Lady Imogene. I took notice that I succeeded in twist- 
ing that handsome face of yours to a considerable degree, 
when I advocated an outing for that precious piece of 
' charity.' You are a superb actress. Were I assured that 
there was enough behind it, — to put up with your inso- 
lence, — I would make you Mrs. Zacquail. You would 
make a most worthy partner in this business of mine; but 
I would have to hire an extra cook, not wishing to trust to 
yoiu: art of * seasoning' — ha! ha!" loudly laughed Dr. 
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Zacquail, as he entered his office, where another smile of 
amusement flashed over his face as his eyes fell on the ap- 
plicant awaiting his coming. 

" He is a genuine specimen of one of Erin's sons, with- 
out a douht," inwardly commented Zacquail, as the man 
arose respectfully at his entrance, bowing low, as he said: 

" Have Oi th' 'onor to be af ther matin' Docther Zac- 
quail? If so, it's mesilf, Pat Doolin, who do be afther 
comin' in answer to yer ad iv th' avenin' paper iv last 
noight." 

"I am Dr. Zacquail; have you references with you, 
Pat? " 

" Refi^erences, an' phat's thim, docther? I have only 
me grip." 

" What I mean by references, Pat, is a letter from your 
employer, stating why you left your last situation." 

" Shure, Oi niver had any sityation, yer Honor; but me 
last job afther bain' in New York City, was over on Black- 
well's Island; you see, Oi took sail fer America to see me 
sister Kate; an' her uncle's aunt's brother-in-law's father 
was afther bain' th' turnkey over there ; an' he recommended 
me, an' on that, Oi got me job, and $50 a month, wid me 
board an' lodgin' in conclusion. Me chief work bain' to 
kape me two eyes on thim lunatics." 

" How came you to leave, Pat? " querried the doctor, 
striving hard to conceal the smile that Pat's delivery called 
forth. 

" Shure, I didn't lave, docther, I was afther bain' dis- 
charged as they were afther th' callin' iv it. They tald 
me thet Oi was too strict, yer honor, but what was Oi to do? 
th' docther tald me to kape watch out that they were not 
afther runnin' away; an' whin Oi struck wan iv thim wid 
me Irish stick, fer doin' iv that very thing, wan iv thim 
woman-narses were afther gettin' iv me discharged, th' 
hatheni But Oi'm afther th' doin' iv me duty 
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fer th' man who pays me th' wages, or me name aint 
Pat Doolin/' 

" Well, Pat,'* laughed Dr. Zaequail, " you are just the 
man I want, and if you do the square thmg by me, I will 
give you your lodsring and $60 a month, your board in- 
cluded. In my business I need a man who is a better 
listener than he is a talker." 

" Thin it's afther bain' a dummy yer wantin', docther? " 
asked Pat, a twinkle gathering in his fine blue eyes. 

" Come, Pat, you rascal! attend to business. A good 
business man is a dummy who opens his mouth only when it 
is necessary; you understand?" 

" That Oi do, sir, perfectly easy, an' it's mesilf , docther, 
you'll be afther findin' all iv that." 

"I have a patient, Pat — a lady by the name of Fitzpatrick 
— somewhere in the neighborhood of sixty years of age; I 
am unable to locate her ailments — ^simply because I cannot 
get her to talk; my object is to set her tongue a wagging." 

"Make her be afther talkin', do yez mane, docther? 
Many's th' man that wad be afther th' marrying iv her, fer 
that wan ailin'; shure could Oi find a woman that wad be 
a dummy I wad double me up th' morrow." 

" There is logic in that, Pat Doolin," heartily laughed 
the doctor, I have no doubt that her tongue would move 
fast enough, if she were not afraid of the consequences to 
follow; as it is, I must find out the cause; I am paid a big 
price for her maintenance," smiled Zaequail, " and in view 
of this fact, I would like very much to efi^ect a cure. I 
wish you to drive her out every fine morning, and by being 
very cautious — not too inquisitive — try to learn if her name 
is really Fitzpatrick, or something else. Do you get my 
meaning, Pat? " 

" Shure, docther, Oi do all iv that ; bether than yer afther 
givin' me th' credit iv doin'; an' docther, whin am Oi to 
begin me pumpin' occupation? " 
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" To-morrow morning at seven o'clock, and don't forget 
to bring your luggage." 

" Shure, docther, I'm havin' most iv it in me grip — an' 
th' rist is on me back; an' it's mesilf that's afther thankin' 
yez f er me azy job, an' good mornin' to yez." 

" Bamaby! " called the doctor, " show Pat Doolin out; 
he will report for duty to-morrow morning." 

" Well, well," chuckled Dr. Zacquail, gleefully rubbing 
his hands together, " I guess I have found my mascot at 
last. Plenty of real Irish wit, yet not too soft hearted. I 
take notice that he fully appreciates his job, as he persists 
in calling it. I will trace this mystery to the bitter end, 
and locate the cause, or my name is not Zacquail. Now 
for a smoke — and while so engaged I will quietly medi- 
tate upon this most unusual coincidence." 

Where we will leave him, while taking a flying trip to 
America, making our first call at 2005 Fifth Avenue, New 
York City. 
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CHAPTER IV 

GOOD morning, my lord," merrily saluted James 
Mason, as he entered his cozy library one cold morn- 
ing in December. " We are having winter in earnest. 
Let me reckon, my lord, it must be nearly four months 
since your arrival in America, is it not so? " 

" It certainly is, most noble host; and the shortest four 
months I ever remember of spending, which pleasure I 
hope to return when you and yours visit London next 
spring." 

" Do not worry, my good fellow, I will get it all back 
when I cross the ocean, never you fear. By the way, it 
looks as though we would have some sleighing," observed 
Mr. Mason glancing out of the window. "But what 
brought me to the Ubrary, my lord, was to ask a favor of 
you." 

" I am yours to command, most noble sir; what may it 
be?" 

" I would request that you go to Boston to escort my 
niece. Miss Vandeventer, home for the holidays. I prom- 
ised the dear child that I would come for her, but some busi- 
ness has turned up, that makes it impossible, as it takes 
me in quite a different direction." 

" I feel honored, Mr. Mason," quickly spoke up Lord 
Ellisford, a glad Ught creeping into his eyes. "When 
do you wish me to start on so important a journey? " 

" This evening at midnight, if you will, my lord? Pearl 
can then leave Wellsley early in the morning. I do not 
wish her to travel home with a gentleman after dark; you 
understand, my lord, she is under my care, and I would do 
by her as I would have my own dealt by. This night train 
will bring you into Boston very early in the morning. You 
can then make Wellsley, journeying back to Boston in 
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time to catch the noon train for New York City. I will 
give you a letter of introduction to the president of 
Wellsley. Now, my good fellow, if you will excuse me 
— there is the morning paper, and I must leave you, hav- 
ing a matter of business to transact before breakfast. As 
we are told that * time and tide wait for no man,' I will 
away and attend to business," concluded Mr. Mason, as he 
left the room. 

" How contemptible I feel within the walls of this hos- 
pitable mansion, where everybody has been so kind to me, 
which I repay by carrying on, clandestinely, a correspond- 
ence with this little Western cousin. She objected to so do- 
ing at first; it was I who coaxed her into it, yet I'll warrant 
this is her first piece of deception. And it all came about 
through my own teaching, and I seventeen years her senior. 
I could not have remained in this happy home so long, with 
all its allurements, were it not for her dear letters. Some 
day I will see all London at her feet — when she is Lady 
Ellisford," musingly planned his lordship, a happy smile 
of anticipation lighting up his intelligent face as he 
thought of the future. 

" Good morning, my lord; it looks as though cruel winter 
had arrived at last. I hope we will have sleighing — as 
long as the cold weather must come." 

" I hope so, for your sake, and think that your wish will 
be granted if it continues snowing as it does now. May 
I ask if the mail has come? " 

** Does my lord have a box?" smilingly questioned Lucile, 
" we get so little of it here, I was wondering. I heard the 
bell a moment ago, and presume the mail has arrived." 

" Heah am de mail. Missus Mason ; some of dem am f oah 
Lord Ellisford; an' de pos'man, he had two moah registahs 
foah yo', sah, down by de doah," said Rose, after deliver- 
ing the rest of the mail to Lucile. 

" Pardon me, Miss Mason," said his lordship, leaving 
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the room and as quickly returning remarking: " Two 
from London; but as that is the breakfast bell, I will not 
open them now; I guess they will keep." 

" I could not wait so long, my lord; perhaps one is from 
some sweetheart over the briny deep," teasuigly remarked 
Lucile. 

"I have no sweetheart over there; my interests are 
firmly centered on one of Uncle Sam's fair ones; accept 
my arm down to breakfast. Miss Mason/' 

" With pleasure, my lord." And little did Lord Ellis- 
ford realize how his words were taken and treasured up 
deep within the heart of this fair yoimg woman, who had 
never loved imtil Lord EUisford had crossed her path- 
way; and he wholly unconscious of the misinterpretation 
of his words. Being a gentleman of integrity and no flirt, 
he had unintentionally led her to think that one of " Uncle 
Sam's fair ones " meant herself. 

Begging to be excused after breakfasting. Lord EUis- 
ford went to his room to inspect his mail. The first letter 
he opened, was from Imogene; it was short and to the 
point, and read as follows: 

" Ellisfoed House. 
" London^ England^ Nov. 20, 1870. 

" My Dear Cousin Henry: 

" I am very sorry to call you back to London, still I think 
that you had better come. Michael has gone away; went 
off without notifying me; the first I learned of it was 
through Jacob; this, with several other things, has delayed 
my going to EUisford Castle in accordance with your 
wishes. 

" I believe I am growing nervous, and if your lordship 
will come home to straighten up matters it will be doubly 
appreciated. Hoping this will find you well, I will close 
with love. Your affectionate Cousin, 

" Imooene Sutherland." 
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On opening the other registered letter, he looked some- 
what puzzled, as this was also short, yet very impressive: 

"Ellisfobd House^ 
*' London^ England^ 

''Nov, 20, 1870. 
" My Guid laird EUisford: 

" Forgie th' affrontery o' ane o' Your auld sarvants, an' 
came hamel my laird kens me weel; an' kens I wad nae 
ta'en sic unco' liberty, wad it keepit aroight till he came 
hame. Came hame my laird, an' dinna takit to nan but 
Jacob I Lackadayl lackadayl if ye dinna came hame. 

" You' f a'ful sarvant, 

" Jacob Buens/^ 

" A very strangely worded letter," mused Lord Ellis- 
ford; " I know Jacob too well not to heed his sage advice; 
who knows but what this mystery is in some way connected 
with mother? Let me think, I have itl I can run down 
to Boston after Pearl, and take the trip to London the 
next day, returning to the United States in time to enjoy 
the holidays. As it is now only the first of December, I 
will have ample time to sail over and back before Christ- 
mas. I thought I heard a rap," said his lordship as he 
arose to open the door. Seeing Mr. Mason, he jovially 
exclaimed, " Ah, my good host, walk in." 

" Couldn't think of it, my lord; haven't a moment to 
spare; I just came up to say good-bye and to remind you 
of that trip to Boston." 

" Good-bye, Mr. Mason, dinna weary, I will be on hand 
(as Sam would say) ' foah dis 'casion.' Having looked 
over my mail, I will now go below to await the pleasiire 
of the ladies." 

As the front door closed on the figure of Mr. Mason, 
Lord Ellisford entered the library, saying, in his usually 
pleasant manner, " Ladies, what can I do for you to-day? " 
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"Mamma and I have plamied a shopping tour this 
morning, which will give you ample time for letter- writing; 
I would advise you to improve this opportimity, as I shall 
claim every moment of your attention until train time," 
warned Lucile. 

" I will gladly avail myself of the time so thoughtfully 
granted me, having letters to answer that will absorb every 
moment of it," replied his lordship, retiring to the privacy 
of his room, where, sitting down to his desk, he com- 
menced a hurriedly written and brief note to his cousin 
Imogene: 

" 2005 5th Avenue^ 
" New Yoek City^ Dec. 1st, 1870. 
" My Dear Cousin Imogene: 

" I will sail on December fourth. Do not meet me; I 
will come direct to the house on my arrival. Am very 
sorry to learn of Michael's departure from EUisf ord, he 
being so old and valued a servant. Please pardon 
' brevity, the soul of wit,' which is the quickest way to ac- 
quaint you of my early return, but for only a few hours, as 
I have promised to return to New York for the holidays 
(one of Uncle Sam's fair ones being the attraction) ; and 
if aE turns out aright you will not find Ellisf ord so lonely 
in the future. Please do not acquaint the servants of my 
coming; I would surprise them. Will close with love, 
" Your affectionate cousin, 

" Heney Ellisfobd.^^ 

" I will not reply to Jacob's letter," musingly thought 
his lordship (making the one ^eat mistake of his life- 
time ) ; " I will walk in upon him unawares and en j oy his look 
of astonishment on beholding my august presence. If I 
could find dear mother, — let me see, they tell me I was 
nearly six years old, when mother was twenty-five, which 
would make mother, were she living, just fifty-five. Myl 
How the time does fly, excepting when we are longing to 
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have it pass, then, how it seems to lag. I think I will lie 
down, I did. not sleep well last night." Suiting the action 
to the word, he was soon lazily outstretched on one of the 
luxurious couches adorning the room, wholly unconscious 
for a time of the great world into whose keeping he had 
heen placed. 

Scarcely twenty minutes had passed ere his lordship was 
awakened from a most horrible (bream, which seemed so real 
to his bewildered mind that he paced several times up and 
down the room before he could thrown off its depressing in- 
fluence. In this dream, he seemed to be at EUisf ord House, 
where he was incarcerated on the fourth floor in one of the 
tower bedrooms, tied to a bed, upon whose dirty mattress he 
had lain for months; beside his bed stood Imogene Suther- 
land, gloating over his seeming misery; as she, with a 
fiendish smile illuminating her handsome face, informed 
him that one mistress was all that Ellisford House could 
support — at the present. After she had departed from 
the room, he gnawed the ropes with his teeth, and began 
an investigation of his surroundings. The place wherein 
he was confined seemed to have been turned into a veritable 
prison; every window having small iron bars, leaving aper- 
tures six inches square; the walls were padded; small venti- 
lators having been placed in them away up close to the 
ceiling; his smoking jacket was thrown over the back of 
his favorite lounging chair, near a small bookcase. Real- 
izing that he was imprisoned, he shouted aloud for help, 
thereby awakening from this most imwholesome dream. 

" Overeating, I guess; this is generally conceded to be 
the most direct cause for producing nightmares," inwardly 
commented Lord Ellisford; I will run out and mail my 
letters. I wonder if Jacob has heard anything connected 
with the whereabouts of dear mother? were it not for my 
little sweetheart, I would sail for London to-day. On 
the tenth of this month, I will be thirty-five years old, and 
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in love for the first time since I began to exist. Well, I 
declare, if I haven't passed the letter-box 1 " muttered his 
lordship, retracing his steps and dropping the letter into 
one of Uncle Sam's receptacles, turning away, as he did so, 
softly humming, " There is nae fool like an auld fool." 
He arrived at the house just as Lucile and her mother were 
alighting from their carriage. 

" My lord has been taking an outing," remarked Lucile, 
as she ascended the steps. 

" Yes, Miss Mason, as far as the mail-box. I am very 
sorry to inform you that I am called suddenly to London; 
I hope to sail on the fourth, so as to return to New York 
in time for the holidays ; I could not miss them, you know 1" 

"Why, my good Lord Ellisfordl" broke in Mrs. 
Mason, " we cannot listen to such a thing; the girls have 
laid so many plans, all owing to your being here. LucUe 1 " 
called Mrs. Mason, " why do you not say something to de- 
tain his lordship?" 

Lucile had turned quickly aroimd as Lord EUisford 
spoke, which gave her mother the impression that she had 
not heard him remark on his intended departure; but on 
her mother's repetition of the question, she turned her 
unusually pale face toward her as she asked: " What did 
you say, mamma? " 

" I thought that you did not hear, dear; Lord EUisford 
is called to London; he says that he will leave here day after 
to-morrow.'' 

" Why this great haste, my lord, anything gone wrong?" 
asked Lucile. 

" As to that, I cannot say. Miss Mason. I am simply 
informed that I am wanted at home at once; it may in 
some way concern mother, and in my eagerness to depart, 
the power that would make me forget duty, almost com- 
pels me to remain." 

" I think I understand," softly answered Lucile (again 
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misunderstanding him) . " I bid you God-speed on ydur 
journey. Pearl will be so disappointed, poor child." 

" I wonder if she mistrusts how matters stand between 
Curly and me? I will not confide in her, however, until 
I have some more definite understanding with the * Prairie 
Flower.' Then I will write to my future parents, ac- 
quainting them with the facts in the case, while most earn- 
estly asking for their paternal blessing," inwardly planned 
his lordship, until Lucile broke the precious silence with 
the following query: 

" Did not your cousin Imogene acquaint you with the 
news calling you home so suddenly, my lord? " 

" She did not. Miss Mason. I am as yet in the dark as 
to why I am wanted. The second letter, urging my pres- 
ence, came from an old and valued servant of his father's, 
which is written in such a tone that I dare not disregard its 
unusual wording." 

" It is limch time, there is the bell; if my lord will ex- 
cuse me, I will hasten to my room, to remove my wraps; 
you can descend, as I know you will find manmia awaiting 
you; she is always so punctual at meal times." 

On entering the dining-room, as Lucile predicted, he 
found his hostess had preceded him; after hurriedly greet- 
ing his lordship, she continued: " My lord, you have not 
much time to spare; I forgot to inform you that the train 
you were supposed to take at midnight has changed time, 
so you will leave here at five o'clock this afternoon for 
Boston." 

" Is that so, my good hostess? How swiftly the hours 
pass by; it is nearly three now," said Lord EUisford as 
Lucile entered. 

"You are an adept at swiftness, Miss Mason; I am 
barely seated and you are here." 

" Thanks, my lord; it is natural for me to move quickly. 
Papa often calls me his ' electric flyer '; he says from a 
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wee lass I could not remain long in one place at a time ; that 
even in church I was perpetual motion," laughed 
Liucile. 

" I had reference to your speed and ability to meet 
emergencies/* said his lordship. " You would make a good 
traveling companion, Miss Mason, you would always be 
on time, I should judge." 

" Thanks again, my lord; if you keep on thus lavishly 
with your compliments I will be calling myself * Vanity 
Fair,' " retorted Lucile, coloring imder the gaze of Lord 
Ellisf ord's mischievous blue eyes, which led him to think- 
ing: — " What an exceedingly beautiful woman; were it 
not for the attractions of the ' Prairie Flower,' there is no 
telling what might have taken place within the doors of 
this hospitable mansion." 

" I do not think you should use the word vanity in con- 
nection with yourself. Miss Mason, and the word fair is 
plainly illustrated; there, I do not mean to flatter; I feel 
that you should understand me by this time, and know that 
I am honest in the criticism of my friends." 

" Come, comel" broke in the voice of Mrs. Mason, " eat 
now and do your quarreling afterwards; you have just 
one hour and twenty minutes in which to finish your lunch 
and catch that train to Boston." 

" Your words are productive of fair and timely notice, 
yet I must beg, my good hostess, that you do not call our 
little pleasantries by such a hostile name as quarreling. I 
am sure that is farthest from our thoughts ; we did not do so 
when I was a great unruly boy of nearly seventeen and she 
a winsome lassie of three; and as we know that ' with age 
comes wisdom,' surely our good inclinations could not so 
degenerate." 

" Well said, my lord; have it your own way, as long as 
you do not miss that train; Pearl would be so disap- 
pointed." 
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" Mamma, shall you and I drive down to see this run- 
away-boy off? " 

" To be sure, my dear, if you two ever get through talk- 
ing; it is nearing the time for starting now," 

" De kerrage am re'dy. Missus Mason," annoimced Sam 
from the doorway. 

" Very well, Sam, we will be out in fifteen minutes," 
called Lucile. 

" I am all ready, ladies, but beg to be excused while I 
run up-stairs for my grip." 

" Your grip I ordered sent to the carriage, my lord; 
but as you may need a hat and a pair of gloves," smilingly 
remarked Mrs. Mason, " you are excused." 

" Thanks for your thoughtfulness; I will be down in- 
stantly," said Lord EUisford, hurrying from the room. 

" Mamma, Rose has brought our wraps. How like an 
American is Lord EUisford, doyounotthinkso,mamjna?" 

" Yes, my dear, but, being aware of the fact that his first 
ten years of instruction was in an American school, I do 
not wonder much at his American mannerisms. I pre- 
sume that he is somewhat like your papa, — wedded to 
the United States. His father sent him here when he was 
a wee boy, so that his mother could not locate his where- 
abouts. Hush! I hear him coming." At this the ladies, 
quickly turning, hurried outside, where they entered the 
carriage to be driven rapidly away in the direction of the 
Grand Central Station. 

" Heah yo' am," called Sam, as he opened the door of 
the carriage; Lord EUisford alighted, and, after bidding 
the ladies good-bye, disappeared in the midst of the great 
throng within the station, preparatory to getting his 
ticket. 

During the drive homeward, Lucile and her mother 
scarcely exchanged a word. Mrs. Mason, having been 
deprived of her usual after-dinner siesta, was quietly dozing 
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in the comer of the back seat; while Lucile sat in silence, 
mentally reviewing the last few happy days. 

" He called me Lucile, when he bade me good-bye," she 
smilingly murmured almost unconsciously to herself, a 
happy look of contentment creeping into her beautiful 
eyes. 

All such is life! That which is our loss is often another's 
gain; human aims and aspirations being swayed and gov- 
erned by that mysterious power called destiny; ever hold- 
ing before our grasping vision bright and ofttimes daz- 
zling allurements; but as we reach forth to capture them, 
like the jaunty bubble, they float entrancingly into mid 
air, where — ^breaking — ^they vanish from our hungry eyes. 

"Mammal" called Lucile, mischievously, "wake up, 
breakfast is ready." 

"Well, I declare, if I haven't been asleep," yawned 
Mrs. Mason. " I wonder if your father will return this 
evening?" 

" Yes, he said that he would be home by midnight." 

" I had forgotten; well, here we are at home, and I am 
so glad, as I feel very tired." 

"Does yo' want de kerrage any moah dis ebening. 
Missus Mason? " inquired Sam after he had assisted the 
ladies to alight. 

" No, I think not," answered Lucile pausing on the door 
step. " Why do you ask? " 

" 'Case yo' hab no 'jections, I hab tickets f oah de show." 

" I haven't any objections, Sam, only that you bear in 
mind that papa will expect you to meet him at the depot be- 
tween the hours of twelve and one o'clock to-night; you 
understand, I presume? " 

" I berry 'specially understand yo'. Missus Mason, an' 
I be dar shoah," returned Sam; but still stood looking 
askance at his mistress, as though there was something 
on his mind that he was striving to give utterance to. 
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" What are you waiting for?" wonderingly queried his 
young mistress. 

" I hab done got two tickets foah de show; Lord Ellis- 
ford, he done gib them to me," grinned Sam, " an' I 'spects 
dat he 'magined dat I was gwine to took Rose." 

" I *spects so, too," merrily laughed Lucile; " I will have 
mamma tell Rose that she can go." 

" I thanks yo'. Missus Mason, berry 'seedingly much," 
returned Sam with one of his elaborate bows. 

Here we will leave them for a time, to follow Lord Ellis- 
ford on his journey. 

His lordship had barely time to secure his ticket and 
board the train before it started. 

" Lucky dog, for once," muttered he, " but no time to 
spare." 

"Not much traveling to-day," remarked Lord Ellis- 
ford to the conductor as he reached for his ticket, adding: 
" What time are we due at Boston? " 

" 8.40 A. M., that is, if we make good time, sir; we train- 
men do not reckon on anything definitely; we are sup- 
posed to run in on schedule time, but one can never tell. 
I guess that we don't get much snow, after all; I observe 
it has stopped, unless we are simply running away from 
it." 

"I hope it has; I have little love for snow; in fact, 
anything which has a tendency to herald the approach of 
cold weather. I should judge by the vacancies within this 
sleeper, that travelers are scarce this trip." 

" One cannot always judge from appearances, espe- 
cially at this season; by midnight, this car may be over- 
loaded; I have several sections engaged by telegram, 
and you were lucky in securing this stateroom." 

As the conductor passed on. Lord Ellisf ord yawningly 
muttered: 
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" I guess I will turn in; that darkey said he would call 
me when the train reached Boston." 

Hastily disrobing, he retired, having scarcely pressed 
his pillow, when he was sleeping soundly, — two hours 
later, to be aroused by the violent jerking of the coach 
wherein he lay, which very suddenly stopped. 

On opening the stateroom door and peering through, 
he saw that many passengers were out of their berths, some 
rapidly putting on their clothes, while others were gaz- 
ing around with frightened and awe-stricken faces. 

" What has happened? " inquired Lord Ellisford of 
the conductor, as he was passing through the car. 

"An accident of very little importance, my friend; 
it might have been worse; some miscreant has torn up a 
rail, and we dare not take the other track until certain 
trains have passed; by that time we shall be in shape to 
continue the trip, in our own quarters; I would advise 
that you all turn in and finish your nap. We cannot 
possibly reach Boston now before nine o'clock in the morn- 
mg. 

The passengers, taking a philosophic view of the case, 
retired to their berths. Lord Ellisford following their ex- 
ample. 

On reaching Boston City next morning. Lord Ellis- 
ford foimd himself in a quandry as to how (owing to the 
delayed train) he could travel back to New York in the day 
time, as had been requested by Mr. Mason. " Would it be 
wise to remain over another day, leaving Pearl at the col- 
lege imtil time of starting, or should he travel home, con- 
trary to orders, in the night time? " " I will leave it to the 
* Prairie Flower' to decide," was the last conclusion he 
finally came to, just as the train reached Boston. Hailing 
a cab, he was taken to " The Vandome," where, after a re- 
freshing bath and a good breakfast, he was rapidly driven 
in a handsome conveyance over the well-known road en 
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route to Wellsley. As the horses entered the open gate- 
way leading through the beautiful groimds surrounding 
this great educational structure, Lord Ellisford, while 
contemplating the artistic display of nature on all sides, 
softly whispered to himself: " I wonder what she will say 
when she beholds Henry Ellisford instead of uncle 
James? " 

" Wellsley College! " called the driver as he stopped the 
horses under the leafless shade of a large spreading maple; 
when, dismounting, he opened the door for his lordship to 
alight. 

" You can wait, my good man, I shall need your services 
for the remainder of the day ; you will be well paid for your 
time." 

The man assenting. Lord Ellisford, turning, ascended 
the massive stairway leading to the interior of the college, 
where, in answer to his ring, he was admitted. On pre- 
senting his letter of introduction, he was given a seat in the 
private reception room, to await the coming of Pearl 
Vandeventer. 

On Pearl being informed that a gentleman awaited her 
below, supposing it to be her uncle James, she lost no time 
in obeying the summons. Radiantly beautiful did she ap- 
pear to Lord Ellisford as she entered the room in a girl- 
ish dignified manner that she had acquired during her 
sojourn at the college, which was exceedingly becoming. 
Fully expecting to behold imcle James, it was somewhat 
gratifying to his lordship's vanity to detect the pleased 
look of happy surprise that flitted over her face on behold- 
ing him. Arising to shake hands, he retained her's within 
his own while awaiting her question as to why " uncle 
James " did not come. 

" Be seated, please," said he, "while I explain." Which 
he did and as briefly as possible, concluding with: "I 
think you will have to remain over another night in order to 
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follow out the orders given me by your uncle, which was 
that we should travel by daylight." 

" I much prefer to leave this morning, Lord Ellisford; 
I could not stand.it another night; why, I have everything 
packed — expecting to leave here to-day. I will make it 
all right with uncle James, never you fear." 

" It shall be as you wish. Miss Vandeventer; if we start 
right away, we will have ample time to do up Boston, as 
they say. I will give the driver (whom I have engaged 
for the day) orders as to where to stop when we reach the 
city. I mentally planned this treat, thinking that you 
could not leave to-night; but as you persist in returning to- 
day, I will follow out the program, to the letter, imtil train 
time." 

" I will run up and put on my traveling suit; and you 
may, if you please, give orders about my baggage," said 
Pearl, as she left the room. 

" There can be ho other Lady Ellisford for me," thought 
Lord Henry, while gazing after her vanishing figure; I 
would settle the whole thing this trip if I knew how the 
land lay, and do my asking to outsiders afterwards. 
* Faint heart never won fair lady,' we are told." 

" I am ready, my lord," broke in upon his musings the 
sweet voice of Pearl Vandeventer as she tripped lightly 
into the room, after bidding farewell to friends and 
teachers. " Did I keep your majesty waiting long? " 

"Long?" responded his lordship, a merry twinkle in 
his eyes, " it seemed a month." 

" You haven't improved any, I perceive; still the same 
old flatterer as when last we met," returned Pearl as she 
was being assisted into the carriage; Lord Ellisford plac- 
ing her small satchel on the opposite seat near his own 
and taking the vacant space beside her, said: " I have 
left orders to have your trunk sent direct to your uncle's 
home from here, so we will not be bothered about it." 
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" In disposing of my baggage, my lord, I challenge 
your good judgment in disposing of the least of two 
evils," mischievously returned Pearl, while leaning over to 
place her umbrella on the seat opposite. 

" I think I have retained the most desirable of the two 
evils, if evils you persist in calling them. By the way. 
Pearl, — may I call you Pearl to-day, at least? " 

" Certainly, my lord, I love to have my friends call me 
Pearl, it makes me think of home; there we find so little 
formality, as every one is frank and outspoken. But why 
only for to-day, my lord, do you wish to call me 
Pearl? " 

" Because, dear, I sail on the fourth for London, Eng- 
land, which is the day after to-morrow." 

" So soonl I thought that you were to assist in bright- 
ening up the holidays? " 

" Such was certainly my intention, little woman; ' Man 
proposes — (iod disposes' ; and this is so in my case, as 
there are two directly connected with my destiny; one is 
mother — the other, one of the dearest little women in the 
world." 

" Is it news concerning your mother, my lord, that calls 
you home? " 

" I do not yet know; I have received two letters bidding 
me come at once. The one in which I place the most con- 
fidence is from Jacob Bums, my most trusty servant, who 
has been at Ellisford many years." 

'"I have often heard papa speak of old Jacob, also 
Kitty; she is our maid — she came over with papa and 
mamma when they were on their wedding tour. Jacob and 
Kitty stood up with them; and we tease Kitty about Jacob, 
even at this late day. My lord, you speak of your mother 
as being one of the ladies connected with your destiny, 
may I inquire who the other one is, of whom you speak 
so highly?" asked Pearl, striving to look unconcerned, 
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despite the pallor around her pretty mouth and a sensation 
akin to fear creeping around her heart. 

" Who could it be, little one, but your own dear self? 
I am going to cast conventionality aside and ask you to 
become my promised wife before I take my departure. I 
am seventeen years your senior, dear, do you think that you 
could learn to love an old fellow like me? Could you 
promise (with the consent of your parents) to some day 
become Lady Ellisford? I await your answer. Pearl 1 " 

" My lord, this is so sudden — so unexpected, that I 
hardly know how to answer you." 

" Tell me first of all, little one, do you love me? " 

" Yes, my lord," came the barely audible reply — but his 
quick ear readily detected its significance. 

" Bostin City," bawled the driver from on high, gradu- 
ally coming to a halt all unconscious of the conversation 
that he was so unceremoniously interrupting. 

" You go ahead, driver 1" called up Lord Ellisford, " we 
want to view the city." 

Pearl's face beamed with the pleasure of conscious 
happiness, as she in silence received the tender token of a 
pledge so sacredly binding. That which comes but once 
in a life time and leaves its impression on the mind of 
the two destined for each other. 

" My lord," said Pearl, " whose pictures are those within 
the locket attached to your chain? I have often wondered 
when observing you occasionally gazing at them." 

"Dear mother's and cousin Imogene's;" he responded; 
then, opening the locket, he held it up for her in- 
spection. 

Before he could say more. Pearl, turning her face from 
the pictures in the locket, held her pretty hands before her 
eyes, as though to shut off some dreadful apparition, her 
face becoming very pale. 

" What is it. Pearl, dear? " gasped Lord Ellisford, a 
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solicitous look in his eyes caused by her sudden change of 
manner. 

" Please do not think me silly, my lord, when you hear 
my explanation. Feeling a little tired yesterday after- 
noon, from overwork, I fell asleep in my chair, but was 
awakened from an awful dream fifteen minutes later. It 
was of you, my lord, that I dreamed. You seemed to be 
imprisoned up in one of the tower bedrooms at EUisford 
House. You were lying on a bed asleep ; a young woman 
entered the same room, holding a knife and was about to 
kill you; screaming, I awakened. In your locket is the 
same cruelly beautiful face that figured in my dream. 
My lord, do not go back there 1 if you really love me, do not 
go back 1 '' she pleaded earnestly while looking beseechingly 
into his laughing eyes. 

" It was only a dream, dear," whispered his lordship 
reassuringly, " you were overtired, you know. Come, now, 
banish it from your mind, while we enjoy this the happiest 
of all days in a lifetime. As you feel so badly about this 
dream, what say you to getting married before I 
go? " 

" I would not care to agree to anything like that without 
the consent of papa and mamma, knowing that they will 
never interfere with me in regard to the man of my choice 
— providing that he is upright and honest.'' 

" Pearl, dear, having missed the train, it would look bet- 
ter were we to get married; it can be kept a secret until 
after my return, or until you complete your studies. I 
will promise not to claim you until your schooling days 
are over. Do say the word; is it ' yes,' little one? " 

" What is that fellow stopping for, now?" queried Lord 
Ellisford, a frown gathering on his usually unrufiied 
brow, as the carriage came to a halt — for the second time 
interrupting the conversation. 

" The PubUc Gardens, sir I " 
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" Drive slowly around," called up Lord EUisf ord, " we 
do not wish to alight." 

" Just as you say, sir," answered the man on top, then 
chuckling to himself, he said: " I guess them two in there 
must be taking their honeymoon all right." 

" Well, what is it to be. Pearl? " continued Lord Ellis- 
ford, as the carriage moved slowly on. 

" I think, my lord, that we had better wait; but I will 
leave it with you to tell me that which is best." 

" Under the existing circumstances, I see no wrong in so 
doing. We will feel happier at parting, dear, knowing 
that we belong to each other; think it carefully over. Pearl; 
should you decide in my favor, I will be one of the happiest 
of men." 

" If my answer is yes, will you postpone your trip until 
I can accompany you? " 

" Dearest, there are reasons why I must make this trip 
at once; I dare not disregard Jacob's warning; but the 
next time I cross the ocean we will go together. Think it 
well over. Pearl, gently urged Lord Ellisford, as she sat 
with averted face, looking out on the Public Gardens, that 
were soon left in the background; when the carriage for 
the third time came to the usual standstill — the driver 
calling down: 

" Twinity Church!" 

"Yes, yes," returned Lord Ellisford, at which the 
driver, descending, opened the door; Lord Ellisford 
alighting and assisting Pearl out, turned to enter the open 
doorway of that old historic church which was built some 
time during the year seventeen hundred, and which holds 
many a heart-felt secret of the long ago. Just as they 
were about to enter, a bridal party of four were coming 
out, and at the same instant a hack drove up to the curb 
into which the party stepped and was soon carried from 
view; Lord Ellisford remarking: 
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" There goes a happy manl " 

" The way being clear, they entered, walking slowly 
adpwn those sacred aisles. The clergjmian within, seeing 
them enter, came down to meet them, remarking: " An- 
other wedding, or only out sight-seeing? " adding, by way 
of explanation, that he had an engagement at three o'clock, 
but could remain over if necessary. 

** What shall I tell him. Pearl; what is the word to be? " 
whispered his lordship into her ear. 

" Yes," was the low response, at which Lord Ellisf ord 
bowed to the clergyman, who led them to the floral-be- 
decked altar, the clergyman's wife and daughter, who were 
in attendance on the other bridal party, acting as witnesses. 

The usual certificate being produced was duly signed, 
Lord Ellisf ord's signature being simply, Henry Ellisf ord, 
London, England. 

On reading the certificate, they learned that they were 
married by the Rev. James D. Tillinghast, a noted Uni- 
versalist divine of Boston City, who, after extending con- 
gratulations to the bride and groom, hurriedly left the 
church, not even taking time to look at the bill which Lord 
Ellisf ord had tucked within his vest pocket, which must 
have caused him to feel both surprise and pleasure later on. 

"Well, Lady Ellisford," teasingly said his lordship, 
turning to Pearl, who stood looking soberly aroimd, 
seemingly dazed, until the name " Lady Ellisf ord " fell 
on her ear, which caused a deep blush to suffuse her face, 
when she exclaimed: 

" My lord, what have I done? " 

" My husband, you must say, hereafter. Would you 
know that which you have done, dear? You have made 
me one of the most happy of men." Then placing her 
arm within his own, he led her from the church, all uncon- 
scious of the time that would intervene ere they would meet 
again, after he had taken that ill-fated journey. 
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^' I imag^e some dinner will not come amiss, I am very 
himgry; how is it with you, Lady Ellisford? " 

" I think I could eat a little; but why call me by that title 
now, if this is to be kept a secret? Pray take this certifi- 
cate, my lord, I would be afraid that somebody at home 
would discover it. I have never held secrets from them 
before, only at Christmas time, when we all hid little sur- 
prises from each other. Keep it until your return," she 
continued earnestly, holding the roll out to him. As he 
took it from her hands he fully realized all that its wording 
meant to her. 

Entering the carriage, they were driven to the Vandome. 
On alighting at the hotel, Lord Ellisford handed the 
driver a twenty-dollar bill, remarking: " You can keep the 
change, but do not forget to be on hand for us to take 
the eight o'clock train, as we must reach New York City 
to-morrow morning." 

" That I will, sir," respectfully replied the driver, raising 
his hat as the couple entered the hotel ; remarking to himself 
when alone: "A bride and groom, sure pop. I know 
that by my fee. Hurrah 1 that isn't a bad price for one 
day's work. I guess I will not risk it driving home; I'll 
treat myself to a lunch, and Maggie shall have a new hat 
and the boy a pair of shoes," smilingly thought he, turning 
away to find a lunch counter, where cheap refreshments 
could be had for the hungry man; returning shortly after 
to the hotel, there to await the coming of his generous 
customer. 

" Here they come now, and a handsome couple, sure 
enough," muttered the cabman, as Lord and Lady Ellis- 
ford came through the doorway of the hotel, evidently 
looking for the expected driver, whom they found awaiting 
them; assisting them in, he closed the door and mounted 
to his seat, driving rapidly away. 

" Here you are, sir," called the driver, as he opened the 
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carriage door, " in good time, and a little to spare;'* but 
when his lordship handed him another bill, he waved it 
aside, saying: "You have paid me more than the law 
allows;" then, touching his hat, he drove rapidly 
away. 

"A right, good fellow, I should judge, and strictly 
honest," remarked Lord Ellisford. 

"Yes," replied Pearl, "I took notice of that, 
my lord." 

"Why do you not say, my husband?" corrected his 
lordship. 

" You must give me time, my lord; however, I believe 
I like your title, dear, the better of the two; and I must 
not habituate myself to using the new one, now." 

" I secured a stateroom for you. Pearl; my berth is not 
far away, in case you should need anything;" explained 
Lord Ellisford as they were entering the sleeping coach, 
where leading her to the stateroom door, he said: " Here 
it is, dear, the porter will call you in the morning." Then 
kissing her tenderly, he left her, thinking as he turned 
towards his berth: " I have done only that which other men 
have done before me; secured my prize, acting honorable 
through it at any rate. I would not have this trip give 
rise later on to anything which would reflect on the fair 
name of my wife. My leaving the question to her — as 
to when to leave — I must confess was a little on the plan 
of old Adam — with one exception, which is, that I will 
not allow my Eve to bear the blame of my shortcomings. 
I may be censured, but I have gained absolute possession 
of one dear friend at least through this transaction," he 
smilingly soliloquized as he retired for the night. 

Five o'clock next morning found early risers aboard the 
train that came rushing and pufSng into New York City's 
commodious depot; although scarcely daylight outside, the 
cars were made brilliant within. 
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" Good morning, my lord I'* called Lady Ellisford from 
the stateroom door, wherein she stood. 

" Good morning. Pearl," returned his lordship, going to 
her. " Did you sleep well, last night? " 

" No, I did not; I was very wide-awake, my thoughts 
gave me trouble, for I could not keep from thinking, you 
know; come outside, if our telegram reached home all right, 
Sam will be there with Lucile to meet us, or some one of 
the family, I am sure/' 

" I think that you had better remain inside, dear, while 
I go prospecting." 

" Where are your traps. Pearl?" inquired Lord Ellis- 
ford as he quickly returned; " Sam is outside and your 
cousin Lucile is with him. Now do be careful, little one, 
— do not forget your stage part," whispered his lordship 
meaningly. 

" I will do my best to prevent it from turning out a 
tragedy, considering that I am only an amateur," laughed 
Pearl, as Lucile came toward her. 

" Curly, welcome home! how glad I am to see you, dear; 
you havep't changed any that I can see; unless it is that 
you are better looking than ever." 

" Changed names," thought his lordship, as he greeted 
Lucile, remarking: "Most unfortunate accident that of 
yesterday; but had the engineer not been notified it might 
have been considerably worse for all hands." 

" This is the prevailing opinion at home," said Lucile. 

" Curly, you must get an extension of another week so 
as to lengthen out your holidays; we are invited to a num- 
ber of receptions, and you can easily make up for lost time 
when you get down to studjring." 

" Would it be a wise thing for her to do, think you, Miss 
Mason? I should fear that it would have a tendency to 
retard her progress; when one has aims to attain in life, 
steady, iminterrupted application gives better results; per- 
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haps the lady in question would prefer to voice her own 
decision in a matter so purely personal; how is it with you. 
Miss Curly? " 

" I believe I will dream on it, my lord, being really too 
sleepy to decide so tempting a question," 

" I shall send you to bed as soon as you reach home; 
as we do not breakfast until nine, you will have plenty of 
time in which to become rested. Here we are, at last; myl 
how warm it has grown; such a sudden change from yes- 
terday, my lord — the day we were looking for sleighing; 
but New York is noted for its warm weather when least 
expected." 

" Heah yo' am, ladies an' gemmans;" broke in Sam, as 
he opened the carriage door, his dusky face all aglow with 
one of his usual ever-ready smiles ; " I's berry 'ceedingly 
glad yo's com'd home 'gin. Missus Vandeventer; an' Lord 
Ellisf ord, I thank'd yo' f oah dem tickets to de show, yo' 
done gib me foah yo' lef; hit was berry 'specially fine, 
sah." 

" I am glad you enjoyed ' hit ' Sam," good naturedly 
returned his lordship, as he followed the young ladies up 
the steps and through the open doorway, at whose entrance 
stood Mr. and Mrs. Mason, awaiting their coming. 

" Well, my lord, you old sinner, I began to think that 
you two pickaninnies had eloped." 

" There might be more truth than poetry in that, uncle," 
banteringly returned Pearl, much to Lord Ellisf ord's 
amusement, who, being unable to control himself, started 
for his room. 

"Don't you show up again imtil breakfast time," 
shouted Mr. Mason after the retreating figure of his guest, 
" I am going to turn in at once; I only got up to make 
sure that you arrived in good condition." 

" I am with you, mine host," called his lordship from 
the top of the stairs; " good morning to everybody 1" 
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" G^ood night, Curly, — why, bless my stars, if you 
haven't grown handsome since you left." 

" Good morning, you mean, uncle; but I guess I will lie 
down for an hour or two, I am very tired/' 

" You do look a little pale, Pearl; are you ill? " anxiously 
questioned auntie Mason. 

" I am not ill, aimtie, dear; but I did not sleep well 
last night, I am tired," said Pearl, hurrying away to her 
room, where in a short time youth and health was lulled 
by the goddess of sleep into a refreshing slumber, to be 
awakened, a little later on, by the loud ringing of the break- 
fast bell. Nine o'clock found a merry party assembled in 
the dining-room; Pearl, being the only quiet one present, 
which had the effect of drawing uncle Mason's attention 
in that direction. 

" What is the matter. Pearl, in love? I have always 
heard it said that abstractedness or absent-mindedness is 
the first symptom." 

" Yes, uncle James, very much in love at present with my 
breakfast; this is my first meal since last evening in Bos- 
ton." 

" Papa, you leave Curly alone. You are entirely out 
of your element unless you are teasing somebody. Hurry 
up, Curly, if you want to go out driving with me this 
morning," remarked Lucile, as she turned a smiling face 
towards her cousin. 

" I beg, dear cousin, that I may be excused, if you do 
not mind; as to-day I must write to mamma and papa; I 
never neglect them, and besides this duty, I am somewhat 
tired." 

" That is a reminder, that I, too, have mail which will 
need my attention for a short time;" then Lord Ellisford, 
rising from the table and begging to be excused, sought 
refuge within the quiet of his room; Pearl, soon after, re- 
tiring to hers. 
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The next morning. Lord Ellisford took his departure, 
preceded by hearty hand-shakes, as each in turn wished him 
a safe journey across the ocean. He bade Lady Ellis- 
ford farewell before the family had arisen. They met, 
by intuition, in the library, each having a feeling that the 
other would be there. After several moments of low- 
voiced conversation they were interrupted by the soimd of 
footsteps overhead,' at which Lord Ellisford took quickly 
from his pocket a small flat parcel, handing it to Pearl with 
the following admonition: " Do not open this, Pearl, until 
you are alone. After a careful perusal, I feel that your 
own good judgment will help you to understand the wis- 
dom of my thoughts contained therein. Once more, little 
wife, good-bye." 

Pearl, taking the package from his trembling hands, 
carried it directly to her room, and placing it in her escri- 
toire she turned the tiny key; returning to the library, 
where she f oimd that the family had assembled, awaiting 
her presence. 

Directly after Lord Ellisford's departure. Pearl fear- 
ing that she could no longer stand the mental strain, com- 
plained of being fatigued, and pleading a headache, was 
excused. 

"Sensible girl, Curly," said Lucile, "go take a nap; 
when you are rested, we will talk over the subject of holi- 
day extension." 

" I have decided on the non-extension plan, dear cousin; 
and have made up my mind that I will be on hand to 
answer the roll-call when college opens; this I have prom- 
ised to do, and I cannot break my word." 

" I admire your good judgment, Pearl," quickly spoke 
up auntie Mason; " you see, dear, by next summer you will 
sail for Europe to do your brushing-up — as they say — 
and previous to going, you will spend your vacation with 
mamma and papa; both trips will give you holidays apart 
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from your studies, that will, it seems to me, be quite 
enough." 

" Correct, dear auntie; when I am through with Wells- 
ley, I shall have plenty of time in which to enjoy life," 
After kissing them both, she went to her room, closing 
the door and quietly turning the key; then unlocking her 
escritoire, took the package she had placed therein a short 
time ago and sitting down proceeded to inspect the con- 
tents ; when, to her surprise, a dainty Russia leather pocket- 
book with gold mountings met her eyes; on opening this 
precious gift, she discovered ten fifty-dollar bills, in Ameri- 
can money; the receptacle also contained a letter addressed 
to " Lady Henry Ellisford," whose seal she broke, eageriy 
devouring its precious contents, which were as follows : 

"" New York City, Dec. 3d, 1870. 
"My Own Dear Wife: 

" That it is human to err, I am at this late day most thor- 
oughly convinced; reflection has, during the last few happy 
hours, shown to me, by this secret alliance and sad separa- 
tion, that I, who love you very dearly, have been the first to 
cast a cloud over the horizon of your young life. How- 
ever, since the deed is done, we must look upon the brighter 
side of it, by gratefully accepting this blessing seemingly 
showered upon us by the fates. Were it not for the deep 
mystery enshrouding dear mother, I perhaps would not so 
have erred, by persistently urging you into this secret bond 
of matrimony. I should have had the manhood to have 
abided your time, thereby gaining the consent of your 
parents in unison with your own ; but I saw you, when, like 
the drowning man, I caught at the first chance that would 
make you mine, not caring to be burdened with another 
dread fear of uncertainty, such as that which has followed 
in my wake, from almost babyhood to manhood, which is 
all swept away in the thought that we are one. Rest as- 

[ 99 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEE OF GOLD 

suredy dear, that the time will seem as long to me as it will 
to you, during the short period of our separation. 

" I do most earnestly request that you complete your 
short course at college; as to the matter of extending your 
vacation, I will not voice a wish; leaving it to your own 
discretion as to the wisdom of so doing, under the ' existing 
circumstances*. 

" The pin-money — as you ladies call it — I enclose, 
thinking that it may help you out during Christmas, or in 
any case of emergency during my brief absence. 

" From London, I will cable your uncle of my safe ar- 
rival, which message you may consider as coming direct 
from me to you. 

" Pearl, dearest, be brave; ere long we will meet again 
to remain together as one, and which I trust may be for 
many happy years. And I would ask you, never, under 
any circumstances, to doubt, for one moment, my integ- 
rity and honor; giving you my word that death alone can 
hold the power to keep me from your side. Good-bye, 
little wife, good-bye 1 I most reluctantly close, leaving 
you to the care of the Inevitable One, while I sign myself, 
with deepest love and reverence, 

" Your affectionate husband, 

" Henry Ellisfobd.^^ 

" I would never doubt you, dear one," she softly mur- 
mured through shining tears, as she carefully refolded the 
valued missive, placing it within its dearly prized receptacle 
for safe keeping; never thinking it would be the last one 
that she would receive from his dear pen for many, a long 
and weary day to come. 

The holidays came and passed, but they brought no tid- 
ings from Lord Ellisford. Thus it was that, within the 
Mason mansion there dwelt two lovely young women 
nursing secretly some untold sorrow; each one hiding this 

[ 100 ] 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE POWER OF GOLD 

sorrow and almost jealously guarding it from the other; 
one, was the woman who loved — with the dread uncer- 
tainty as to whether or no it was returned; the other, bear- 
ing the awful burden of the secretly wedded wife ; starving 
her young heart with another version of dread uncertainty, 
as to why this unlooked-for silence on his part. Thus it 
was a great relief to this young bride to go back to college, 
where work, for his sake, would lead her mind away from 
this seemingly hopeless waiting; even a telegram would 
have been a mighty relief to her, but it failed to come. 

Several days after Pearl's departure for Wellsley, Mr. 
Mason, while reading the morning paper, turned suddenly 
to his wife, his usually flushed face pallid with fear, as he 
read aloud to her the startling article which in large type 
had just caught his attention : " The steamer ' Saxonia ' — 
one of the Cunard Line — blown up in midocean; pas- 
sengers escaping in lifeboats, to be left to the mercy of the 
pitiless waves, while as many more floated out on the rag- 
ing waters, with only life-preservers attached to their help- 
less bodies. Lord Henry EUisf ord is reported among the 
missing. All London is in mourning over his imtimely 
death.'' 

" There, now, his long silence is accounted for," said 
Mrs. Mason, as she brushed the tears away, caused by this 
distressing news of one who had grown during his stay 
within their home like one of the family. 

" James," she whispered softly, " we must not speak of 
this in Lucile's presence, unless she comes across it herself; ' 
because I am not quite sure as to how she would take this 
awful news; Lord Ellisford and she were very, close 
friends." 

" Nonsense, my dear, where were your eyes? Pearl is 
the one the sly old rascal had his mind upon; I caught a 
glimpse of a little drama, enacted in the library quite 
early on the morning of his departure, as I was quietly 
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passing the half-closed door, which reminded me of the 
days when you and I were courting; but, my sakes, this is 
dreadful, and is certainly a severe blow to me. I will cut 
this from the paper; and should either of thp girls come 
to know about it, we will learn of that soon enough. So 
you really think that our Lucile was in love with his lord- 
ship? Well, he is surely worthy of any good woman's 
love ; but I must say that I always thought Lucile fireproof 
when a man was in the case.'* 

" That is about all you men know of a woman's nature. 
However, you certainly astonish me about Pearl," re- 
marked Mrs. Mason as her husband was walking hurriedly 
from the room. 

During the weeks that elapsed after Lord Ellisford 
had taken his departure, Lucile Mason's time was well 
taken up making and returning calls; besides driving out 
very often with her mother and engaging in much charity 
and church work; and those visits to the poor gave her a 
great deal of pleasure when she knew that she was bring- 
ing relief to the needy; being so engrossed with the de- 
mands upon her time, she had not more than glanced over 
the daily papers. Thus it was her good fortune to be 
spared the anguish sure to have followed had she read of 
Lord Ellisford's untimely ending. The long winter 
dragged wearily by to her, and she was glad when tardy 
spring arrived, bedecked in all her fantastic and floral 
beauty, ready to be greeted by her host of happy brides, 
and merry girl-graduates, who are always on hand to assist 
in the celebration of her numberless anniversaries. 

Wellsley did her share in sending forth the fruits of 
honest labor. Among those who were entitled to honor- 
able mention was the name of Pearl Vandeventer; her 
musical ability, combined with steady, earnest application, 
bringing her through most creditably. From college, she 
returned to New York, and later on to Chicago, Illinois, 
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acGompanied by her cousin Lucile Mason, at which place 
the girls spent several weeks within the Vandeventer man- 
sion. At home, Pearl bore up bravely, her only remorse 
being that she was deceiving her parents; while they, in 
return, attributed her quiet reserve of manner wholly due 
to her college training; admiring her the more in the sweet 
womanly dignity so enhancing to her style of beauty. 

Pearl would go to any place accompanied by her parents 
or Lucile, but refused all invitations coming from gentle- 
men, saying: " My time is so short I must spend it mostly 
with papa and mamma;" they, approving of her decision, 
did not urge her to act otherwise. While at home, old 
Kitty was her most devoted slave, time and again remark- 
ing: " My honey, but yez is a foine leddy afther all, an* 
God bless yez." 

As all earthly pleasures, sooner or later, have an ending, 
so did this pleasant visit terminate, when the girls, after 
a tearful farewell, left Chicago en route for New York 
City, where a great disappointment was awaiting Pearl 
Vandeventer — the anticipated trip to Europe having 
been postponed until early the following spring, or per- 
haps until the fall — owing to unexpected business compli- 
cations, which would detain Mr. Mason in New York City 
until a date of some uncertainty. 

Here we must leave them for a time to battle with the 
capriciousness of fickle fortune, while taking another trip 
across the briny deep to learn, in merry old England, what 
is taking place at the Ellisf ord House. 
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CHAPTER V 

WAS yez afther th' ringin', me leddy? " inquired 
Mary Maloney, as she stood in the doorway of 
Imogene Sutherland's private reception room, one cool 
morning in early December. 

"Yes, Mary, has the mail arrived? If so, bring it 
to me." 

" The mail do be afther comin' an' there do be a heap iv 
it, me leddy, — do yez want th' papers, too?" 

" Yes, yes," returned Imogene impatiently, " bring me 
everything." 

Mary, running down stairs, quickly returned saying: 
" Here it bes, me leddy; do there be anything more yez wad 
be afther th'havin'?" 

" Nothing at present, Mary, if I need you I will ring; 
please to close the door as you go out." 

Picking up the first letter that her eyes rested upon, 
Imogene, exclaimed: "Ah, from my lord and master! 
(but not master for very long). How exceedingly 
prompt; I wonder if he will return as quickly?" ques- 
tioned she, proceeding to break the seal. As she read on, 
a deep scowl darkened her forehead; at the conclusion of 
the reading, her whole face became so transformed that 
on contemplating the sudden change, one was made to shud- 
der. Her features became so terribly contracted, that she 
looked not unlike the beautiful witches such as are described 
as existing in the long ago. Crushing his lordship's letter 
tightly in her white hands, she, as usual, began moving up 
and down the floor, giving vent to her feelings, 
aloud: 

" Hal ha I ha! my Lord Henry, this missive has sounded 
your death knell. It has stimulated my faltering heart. 
Another mistress to lord it over Imogene Sutherland ! Not 
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if I know myself. There can be but one Lady Ellisf ord 
to hold sway within the walls of this princely mansion, and 
that one is myself. Let me see, to-day is the fourteenth 
of December; he should have been here two days ago; I 
think he must surely come to-night. I will not acquaint 
the servants of his coming; as he tells me not to have any- 
body to meet him. I will carry out his orders to the letter ; 
I shall sit up every night to await his coming, when my 
own ' dainty hands,' as he calls them, will prepare the feast 
which will wind up with my favorite dessert — a glass 
of wine. It is a most daring attempt; if I fail, I must 
bid adieu to this wicked world; as I will then be 
ruined I ruined I" she almost shrieked. "Zacquail is 
hoimding me for more money, which I dare not refuse 
the wretch under existing circumstances. No, no, my lord, 
you, too, must be my mascot I You say one of Uncle 
Sam's attractions 1 Ha I ha I ha I A little close confinement 
will get that out of your head, I dare say. Your arrival 
must be kept a secret. Why, my lord, I have been making 
free use of your bank checks 1 I can afiix your signature 
beyond detection, so proficient have I become in the art of 
so doing! Last week, the checks you sent for me to use 
I raised from hundreds to thousands ; so you see, my dear 
cousin, how impossible it would be for me to retreat after 
advancing so near the lines of the enemy. I would be 
shown no mercy. Thus, with the gallows on one 
side , a most horrible prison on the other, 1 am en- 
abled to decide; and like unto Shylock, ' I will have 
my bond.' 

" Now again to business I Every light must be put out 
by nine o'clock to-night. Before I go ahead with the play, 
I will finish reading my mail. As I live! another letter 
from Zacquail. I wonder what he is after, now? I stand 
in constant fear of this reptile!" said she, breaking the 
seal, and proceeding to read aloud: 
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'^ Dr. Zacquail^s Asylum^ 
" Foe the Insane and Feeble Minded. 
'' London^ England^ Dec. 14, 1871. 
" My Dear Lady Sutherland: 

" I trust that you will look favorably upon what I am 
about to write. Owing to your many irresistible person-- 
aUties, I have allowed my heart for once to overbalance 
my head. While in this (unaccountable) condition, I 
would ask you to honor me by becoming Mrs. Zacquail, 
and as early in the near future as would best suit your lady- 
ship. I will call at seven o'clock this evening, hoping to 
hear your own sweet hps name the happy day, 
" Yours adoringly, 

" Daeicus Zacquah,^ M. D." 

" How dare he? I could kill him as I would a snake. 
Ugh! how I do detest this incarnate fiend. And yet I 
dare not offend him. The cat toys with its small victim 
caressingly for a time, then ends its misery. Ha! ha! ha I 
I must be the cat; I find this to be my only alternative. 
I'll play the coy maiden, asking for time. I will write and 
carry this httle billet-doux myself. Here it goes. Hal 
ha! Doctor Z., don't play with fire." 

" My Dear Doctor Zacquail: 

" Your charming little billet-doux, conferring such 
high honor upon my humble self was perused by me with 
(I trust pardonable) pride. I would, however, ask until 
the twentieth, before deciding so important a question — 
which means so much to us two. I am very sorry, doctor, 
that owing to a previous engagement I will be forced to 
decline the pleasure of receiving you this evening. Neither 
did I imagine, from your business-like deportment, that 
cupid — ^the sly fellow — was playing havoc with your heart. 

" Hastily yours, 

" Imogene." 
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" I guess that will fix the conceited old idiotic French- 
man (as he persists in calling himself), but I would be 
willing to warrant any amount that he is an American, 
and a bad one at that. I wonder what o'clock it is? After 
onel Who would have thought it? I will go with this 
letter myself, as I dare not trust it to another. I am, as it 
is, standing upon too much uncertainty. I feel at times 
as though my destiny hung by a silken thread or that it 
is floating in midair like a soap bubble," said Imogene. 
Quickly putting on her wraps and walking out for several 
blocks, she hailed a cab, into which she was soon seated 
and whirled rapidly away, reaching the asylum just as 
Zacquail was about to drive through its gates. 

" Good evening, doctor,'* said Imogene, blushing pret- 
tily, " having an errand at Apothecary's Hall, I brought 
the answer to your note (that is, in a way) . I dine out this 
evening, and being a little late I will drive on," said she, 
casting one of her most alluring glances at him as she sig- 
naled to the driver to go ahead. 

Doctor Zacquail stood watching the carriage until it dis- 
appeared from sight, then turning, opened the letter re- 
ceived from Imogene, perusing its contents with a face 
intermixed with both surprise and pleasure, which soon 
found utterance in words : 

" I really begin to think, that she is in love with me, 
after all," chuckled he. " My I how handsome she looked, 
and so coy, and how cute she put it about cupid. Well, 
well, this is a most unexpected surprise to me, ai:id it is 
most evident that she has not as yet read the evening 
papers. I am heartily glad that she did not. However, 
I shall be terribly shocked when she tells me the sad news. 
Neither will I press her any more for money; and I will 
cut down the price of keep for the old lady. In fact, I 
am getting clear discouraged. Pat, that rascal, cannot 
get her to talk, and he told me just the other day, that 
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when he drove her out * it was so restful.' Ha I ha! How 
the next few days will drag; I must now away to busi- 
ness," and giving the same peculiar whistle he drove 
swiftly on and the massive gates closed after him. 

" There," murmured Imogene Sutherland on reaching 
home, after her hasty trip to the asylum, " I have settled 
him for a time at least, and if I am once settled here as 
mistress the power is mine, and he dare not run up against 
my wrath. It is time to dine, and I must now ring for 
Mary and give orders for to-night." 

"An' what do me leddy be afther wantin'?" queried 
Mary on entering the room. 

" I rang to tell you, that after dinner I will retire early 
to-night, — say about nine o'clock; so please see that the 
house is all closed up at that hour, Mary. And you may 
step in here on the way to your room (I'll make sure that 
her prying eyes are out of the way to-night)," thought 
Imogene Sutherland. 

'After dinner, the hours passed quickly by to all, but 
Imogene, who kept walking up and down the floor, as 
usual, plotting and going over her ground, to feel assured 
that she had covered up the tracks of her evil-doing. 

" I will try reading to compose myself. I wonder how 
late it is? My! how that knock at the door startled me; 
I must keep better control over myself and try not to get 
nervous," mumbled she, ere she opened the door — to be 
greeted by Mary: 

" It is nine o'clock, me leddy, an' ivery wan is afther 
bain' to bed, an' it's mesilf will be there shure whin me 
leddy sees fit." 

"You can go now, Mary; perhaps you would hke a 
glass of wine before retiring, it will make you sleep — 
and you look fatigued." 

" Niver a drop, me leddy, axin' yer pardon fer th' re- 
f usin' iv th' loikes iv yez, but shure me dacent mither was 
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niver afther th' givin' iv us th' dirty stuff; an' shure me 
blissed old father died from th' takin' iv th' same. An' it's 
himsilf was afther lavin' me own blissed mither a lone 
widdy woman wid tin children to fade an' kape kivered* 
No, I thank yez, me leddy; an' if that is afther bain' all, 
wid yer lave, I'll take mesilf off to me bed." 

" I did not know that you disapproved of wine, Mary, 
or I should not have offered it to you; as I do not need you 
longer, you may retire. Good night, Mary." 

" Good noight, me leddy, an' pleasant drames to yez." 
Once out of sight, this daughter of Erin turned her 
tongue in quite a different direction — muttering in low 
tones, after cautiously looking around from right to left 
before giving vent to her rising indignation: 

"Wad yez be afther th' hearin' iv th' loikes iv thatl 
Naw, naw, me leddy, an' may th' saints forgive yez; shure 
its mesilf is th' greenhorn not to be lavin' th' noight. An' 
yez wad be afther givin' Mary a hooliday? bad luck to yez; 
an' to think iv mesilf toilin' loike a nagger ivery since I'm 
afther comin' here to be trated to th' loikes iv that! Shure 
I've heard iv thim hoolidays yer afther givin'." With 
this final shot, Mary entered her room, and closing the 
door locked it for the first time since her entrance into 
Ellisford House. 

"Lost again I" laughed Imogene, as Mary closed the 
door after her; "what a virtuous lot of servants I am 
blessed with. I wonder if my good Lord Henry has be- 
come a teetotaler? If such is the case, I shall have to re- 
sort to something else; as to-night may decide whether 
master or mistress rules this house hereafter, providing 
his lordship returns this evening. I must read, to pass 
away the time," said she, taking a book from off a near-by 
table. For several hours she seemed lost within the depths 
of the alliuing novel; when jumping up suddenly, and 
casting the book impatiently to one side, she turned to face 
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the great clock in the corner, that was slowly and solemnly 
striking the midnight hour. " Twelve o'clock! My stars 1" 
said she in a surprised tone of voice; " I must have been 
reading three hours, yes, all of that, as Mary left this 
room precisely at nine o'clock. There goes the bell! 
Steady, Imogene Sutherland! control yourself!" cau- 
tioned she ere descending the front stairway, inwardly 
quaking with guilty fear. Turning the key and with- 
drawing the bolt, her trembling hands opened the door just 
wide enough to peer out, when to her surprise, there stood 
Lord Ellisf ord, decked out like some tramp and merrily 
laughing at the look of consternation displayed in his 
cousin's handsome face, on beholding him in such a pov- 
erty-stricken garb. 

Entering and sitting down, he gave her a brief sketch 
of the accident and the causes leading to it, which con- 
si|?ned so many to a watery grave, then he related in de- 
tail his seemingly miraculous escape, after floating for two 
days in midocean lashed to a spar, being finally picked up 
by a passing schooner and carried into port, where he was 
taken in and kindly cared for by a fisherman's wife, who 
gave him her husband's best suit of clothes, for which he 
paid most handsomely, having placed his money within a 
belt for safe keeping; this belt he wore aroimd his waist, 
and being made of metal, leather-covered, was conse- 
quently waterproof. 

When Lord Ellisford had completed his narrative, 
Imogene dropping into a chair, placed her handkerchief 
to her eyes, as she moaned aloud: " Oh, my dear cousin, 
how dreadful! My nerves will be in an awful state after 
hearing of your harrowing experience." 

" Do not allow my recital to worry you, cousin; think 
of the many souls carried into eternity with scarcely a 
moment's warning. Join now with me in returning 
thanks to the Almighty for sparing my life, that I might 

[ 110] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEE OF GOLD 

remain on earth a little longer to enjoy a few more happy 
days, while continuing my search for dear mother." 

Imogene did not kneel, but bowing her guilty head, was 
forced to listen to the most impressive prayer to God that 
she had ever before barkened to. For a few seconds, his 
eloquent words touched her hard and grasping heart; but 
the final ending, when he called blessings from above to 
rest upon the head of the future lady of Ellisf ord House, 
brought back the old spirit — stimulating her work of 
soul-destruction, when, like unto Jacob, she coveted 
another's birthright; thereby selling her soul, as did Esau, 
for a mess of pottage. 

" I will run upstairs," said Lord Ellisf ord, on arising, 
take a bath, and get into clothes more to my liking;" this 
he did, and returning shortly after to the room below, 
laughingly remarked: "This seems a little more like 
living. Have you any of the wine left that I ordered 
for you before going away? If so, I will take a glass and 
retire; I tell you, Imogene, I am completely done up." 

" There is plenty of it, my lord, but I keep it up in one of 
the tower bedrooms; which, by the way, I have had all 
remodeled, removing mother's things to the attic; I will 
run up and get a bottle," said she, about to leave the room. 

" Hold on, Imogene, it is too ghostly a place for you to 
go alone at this late hour." 

" Thanks, cousin, I am somewhat timid, only it seemed 
too much to ask, after aU you have undergone. I trust 
that my lord will not deem me extravagant when he be- 
holds the changes I have made during his absence." 

" Far from it, Imogene; I find those little things very 
pleasant surprises. By the way, I had a very strange 
dream, concerning these somewhat forbidding apartments, 
all of which I laid to over-eating. My I how inviting 
everything looks; but how chilly it seems up here; I am 
reaUy shivering; I presume I have taken cold." 
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" My lord," said Imogene, taking a wine-bottle from 
off the shelf, and filling a glass with it, '' you must take this 
at once, it will warm you through and through/' 

" That's right — fill it to the brim, Imogene; I need a 
pretty strong dose, and I will be a lucky chap if I escape a 
run of fever after being in that beastly water so long." 
Quickly draining the glass. Lord Ellisford dropped 
wearily into a chair, and Imogene into another, directly 
opposite to him. 

"A very pretty room, this; I will explore the others 
to-morrow; I may want some changes made all over the 
old place that will be in keeping with my lady's dainty 
taste; I will tell you all about it in the morning, cousin," 
said he drowsily. " I must say, Imogene, that she is all 
right, and as good as gold I I think I will retire. My I 
that wine is all that it's cracked up to be, an-d I do believe 
it is going to my h-e-a-d," said his lordship, as rising un- 
steadily, he moved towards the bed, dropping heavily upon 
it, whoUy unconscious of the terrible awakening which 
would ere long come to him. At this moment, Imogene, 
taking several comfortables from a near-by chest threw 
them hurriedly over his unconscious form, a fiendish look 
of exultation lighting her now ghastly face, as she quickly 
turned the key in the ponderous lock of the massive door 
(that she had ordered placed there for this occasion) ; 
then turning the key in several others as soon as she had 
passed through them, and descending the long stairway, she 
went direct to the sitting-room below, remarking softly to 
herself: " I wonder if I am dreaming? Everything so far 
has come my way. It is only his kind words, so like * her 
own,' that keep ringing in my ears, and tugging at the 
strings of conscience as they pull remorselessly at my cal- 
lous and wicked heart. What a wretch I ami Why was I 
thus created? Why this most ungovernable disposition, 
that has ruined both body and soul? bringing misery and 
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perhaps death to the innocent and good. Ha! ha! ha! A 
beautiful face and form — encasing the heart of a demon. 
It looks as though our Creajtor had been partial in the 
distribution of his gifts. * Cook's Psychology,' tells us, 
' At every cross-road in life we meet a sphinx, who pro- 
poses to us a riddle — that we must either guess or be de- 
voured by it.' It looks very much as though I was fast 
failing to expound any of those so-called riddles; but 
I will not be devoured. No such thing as turning back 
now. Too late! too late! My poor Lord Henry, you 
are doomed! I will now to my room and lie down." Once 
there, after taking a glass of wine, this grasping, unhappy 
yoimg woman (all forgetful of the prepared lunch) , with- 
out disrobing, lay down upon her couch, and was to out- 
ward appearances happily sleeping. 

Morning had scarcely dawned, when her slumbers were 
broken by a loud knocking at the chamber door. Spring- 
ing quickly to the floor, she stood for the moment seemingly 
helpless in her inward terror, until a repetition of the 
knocking, in a much louder key, recalled her scattered 
senses. 

" What is wanted? " came in faint tones through her 
trembling lips. 

" It's Mary, me leddy, an' Jacob he do be af ther wantin' 
to see yez; he do be afther havin' awful news consarnin' 
me Lord Ellisford. Come down quick, me leddy! " 

Without waiting to adjust her hair, Imogene descended 
almost breathlessly, to the sitting-room, apparently threat- 
ened with a nervous chill. 

" What is the matter, Jacob? What has gone wrong, 
now? " were the first words that came to her quivering 
lips on beholding her man Burns. _ 

" Ay, my lady^ha'e ye nae heard th' news ? th' guid Laird 
Ellisford, he hae gaed awa, an' every wan aboard went 
doon, an' me laird, he was wi' th' rest." 
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" Jacob, what authority have you for all this? " excitedly 
questioned Imogene Sutherland. 

" Th' papers, my lady, a' gie his name. Ay, my guid 
laird I My guid laird I Had I kened it, I wadna sindit to 
yo* to came hamel Lackadayl lackaday!" inwardly 
murmured this honest old man, who loved his kind master 
so dearly. 

" This is dreadful, Jacob; I can well understand how 
badly you must feel at losing so good and kind a master. 
I can scarcely realize it; he wrote me such a nice letter tell- 
ing me of his coming, but insisted that I should not let 
any body meet him, as he wanted to surprise you all. I 
prepared him a limch — leaving it on the table before re- 
tiring, sniveled she (thinking this was the right time and 
place to accoimt for the forgotten lunch) , never dreaming 
that my lord would not return. But I will not believe 
this news until I read it for myself. Jacob, hand me those 
papers I" 

" Ay, ay, my lady, there it be,*' said Jacob, picking up 
the papers and pointing to the big headlines. 

" I see, Jacob. Alas I it is only too true! You may all 
leave me alone for the present. If anybody calls, have 
Mary tell them that I am unable to receive visitors to-day, 
being so overcome with this sad news." 

" Ay, my lady, we'll do a' of that," returned Jacob, as 
he followed after Mary, to deliver the message sent by 
his mistress, for fear she did not fully understand. 

Scarcely had his footsteps died away, when Imogene 
Sutherland began her usual tramp through it all, talking 
aloud like some tragedian: 

" So you are dead, my lord I Hal ha I ha I I only wish 
you were; but you are dead to the world, and that suits 
every purpose. I now find myself master of the situa- 
tion. Ha! ha I ha! It draws forth laughter most readily 
when I observe how my footsteps have been covered, and 
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all by the kind hand of Providence. I can now handle 
Zacquail to perfection; I will inform his majesty that 
circumstances alter some cases. I must work discreetly 
until I get Katie Fitzpatrick away from his protecting 
care; then I will have nothing to fear, as he will have noth- 
ing to disclose. Now that you are really dead, my lord, 
I must order my mourning. I will have the sympathy of all 
London, and a good excuse for remaining at home for the 
period granted us poor mortals in which to mourn. Next 
year, I will begin to weed out the servants, and then I can 
bring Kitty home and care for her here as long as she per- 
sists in living, as she will be better off and I will feel more 
at ease having her under my own roof. I dare not begin 
too soon, however, in making an exchange of servants; but, 
to be truthful, old Jacob jars on my nerves; he is a 
Christian and such an honest old chap, I at times scarcely 
dare to meet his searching eyes. But I cannot bring Kitty 
back imtil I have rid the house of every man and woman 
who would be apt to recognize her, as this would mean 
my ruin. I wonder if his lordship has awakened? I will 
run up and listen at the outer door," said Imogene, leav- 
ing the room. 

All London was, for a time, awe-stricken over the dis- 
aster at sea; there being many of " West End's " notables 
aboard the " Saxionia." After the usual length of time 
had expired, all was seemingly forgotten, and the wheel 
of pleasure turned on its revolving axis as merrily as ever. 
A handsome monument was erected in one of the old 
churchyards, near the consecrated grounds of Lord Ellis- 
ford's ancestry, reading like this : " Sacred to the memory 
of the late Lord Henry EUisf ord," which was followed by 
a brief sketch bearing the details of his untimely death. 
This was the first step taken by Imogene Sutherland, after 
which her life (to outward appearances) flowed serenely 
on, until one bright morning in the early fall, several 
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months after Lord Ellisf ord's supposed death, when Mary 
Maloney entering her room, handed her a card with the 
following message: 

"Me leddy, th' gintleman said to tell yez that 
it do be most important that he is afther th' seein' iv 
yez, an' that he will sit until yez do be comin* 
down." 

A dark scowl gathered on Imogene's forehead as she., 
after reading the name on the card, said: " Mary, tell the 
gentleman that I will be down directly." 

" Now, if he dares to broach the subject of matrimony 
after all I have said regarding his assumption, I will make 
it warm for him," she muttered as she descended to meet 
this most unruly enemy. 

" Good mornnig. Doctor Zacquail; why this intrusion 
after learning my decision when you called upon me sev- 
eral months ago? " 

" Ah! " he returned with a cruel mocking smile, " I am 
not on a matrimonial trip this time, as you would infer, my 
Lady Sutherland. I am here to inform you that your 
precious piece of charity has disappeared from my asylum, 
and that through her escape I have lost one of my most 
valued patients! I am here to learn what hand you have 
had in this business! " 

After hearing him through, Imogene dropped into a 
near-by chair; her face turned to an awful whiteness; and 
after several attempts to arise, she fainted, for the first 
time in her hfe, dead away, falling to the floor before 
Zacquail could get to her assistance; whereupon he quickly 
rang for water, and, Mary bringing it, soon had the joy 
of seeing her ladyship return to consciousness; never hav- 
ing witnessed such a thing before, the poor girl thought 
that her mistress was dead. 

" I most earnestly assure you that I know nothing of all 
this," were Imogene's first words, on regaining conscious- 
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ness. "What were you about to allow such a thing to 
occur?" she questioned fiercely. 

" I had great confidence in this Doolin; and shall put 
detectives on his track at once. He, being such an oddity 
in looks, will be readily tracked down; she, too, if she is 
with him. I begin to think now, from the outlook, that 
the rascal has succeeded in unloosening her tongue, and, 
like ourselves y has an eye to business ! " wound up Zacquail^ 
insinuatingly. 

" You shall not place detectives on her trail! Such an 
act would cause her to take her own life, and this I should 
not care to have occur," said Imogene, inwardly shudder- 
ing. 

" Well, my good Lady Sutherland, you seem to be 
pretty well worked up over this matter; you may try to 
crush me with your scornful ways, but allow me to tell you 
right here," (said he rising to his feet and shaking his 
finger directly in her face) " that Daricus Zacquail is not 
the man to be downed. I will unearth this mystery, madam, 
which surrounds your charity prodigy if it takes my last 
dollar to do so. Then look out, my fair lady, and while 
thus occupied, please bear in mind, that it is easier for a 
cat to handle a mouse than it is for her to kill an old rati 
Hal ha! ha! my dear woman, those who laugh loudest are 
those who laugh last, so good day to you." 

"Doctor Zacquail, please be seated; there is no need 
for you and me to quarrel over this little matter of busi- 
ness ; I assure you that your salary will be paid right along 
until your patient is returned to you. I am thoroughly 
convinced that she will not go very far away of her own 
free will," said Imogene in a more conciliatory tone of 
voice. 

" That sounds a little more Uke business," blandly 
returned the doctor, following with a curt "good morning," 
as he stepped briskly to the door; and, letting himself out, 
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despitefully slammed it behind him; then, jmnping into 
his carriage, he mumbled in his usual fashion when alone 
that which was uppermost in his mind: 

" I will rend the veil enshrouding this mystery; then 
some day my haughty lady may be compelled to step down 
from off her high pedestal. I took notice that I succeeded 
in making her faint," chuckled he, " and I will never let go, 
until I even up with her for jilting me — the ' Jezebel,' " 
almost hissed the doctor as he disappeared through the 
massive gates that opened to receive him. 

After Zacquail had so unceremoniously taken his de- 
parture, Imogene gave vent to the awful fear that was 
torturing her guilty soul, in words loudly spoken, as she 
continued her nervous tread about the room : 

" Where, oh where can she be ! This is dreadful ! What 
is there in life for me, if I am to be thus hounded? After 
nearly eleven months of seeming security to have this un- 
looked-for trouble arise. My lord, he still holds on. 
What a wonderful constitution he must have, to linger 
as he does. First, two long months of raging fever — 
with no care, and during all that time half frozen and 
nearly starved to death, yet still existing! Last evening, 
as I peered in upon him, I thought he was gone, until 
I heard him moan while calling for Pearl and mother. 
How emaciated and hollow-eyed he has grown. I wonder 
how much longer he will linger in this awful condition? 
There is one tlung inevitable, and that is, that he must die, 
if it rests with me to pave the way for him to go. Hark I 
I hear a noise! Talking to one's self aloud is not always 
safe. There it is again! Come in!" she called loudly, 
when the door opened and Jacob entered, saying: 

" Ay, my lady, yo' said that yo' wad hae to hae anither 
maun; but Michael, he has comed hame, an' I thinkit he 
wad nae moind did he hae th' place again." 

" I did not like the manner in which Michael took his 
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departure; however, you may send him to me, Jacob, I will 
hear what he has to say for himself. I always did like 
Michael," she softly muttered, after Jacob was out of hear- 
ing, and until they find Kitty, I cannot think of changing 
servants — as I had contemplated doing; and then only 
in case I am compelled to bring her here," mused she; as 
Michael entered the room she greeted him with a smile, 
as he started in to explain his hasty exit and long ab- 
sence in his jovial manner: 

" Shure it's mesilf that do be afther the axin' f er me old 
job, an' I 'umbly axes yer pardon f er th' way I was afther 
th' lavin' iv yez. But yez see, me poor old father bain' 
sick, an' me mither a writin' fer me that pitiful loike, Oi 
could not resist th' pladin' iv thim, an' so I ups and laves; 
fer which I most 'umbly axes yer pardon fer th' hull iv it, 
me leddy," pleaded Michael most humbly. 

" Very well, Michael, I will give you another trial,'* 
laughed Imogene. " You may ask Mary to prepare your 
old quarters for you, and, as usual, receive your orders 
from Jacob." 

" All roight, me leddy, an' it's mesilf that do be afther 
th' thankin' iv yez — wid me whole heart," blandly re- 
turned Michael; leaving the room and going direct to 
Jacob's quarters, in the barn, he shouted forth: " Shure, 
Jacob,I'm jist afther bain' engaged to me leddy." After 
the laughter that this sally had called forth had subsided, 
Michael continued: "An' how do Mrs. Fitzpatrick be 
afther failin'?" 

" Shure, she do be ristin' better noo. An', Michael, 
yestere'en, awa oop in ane o' th' tower windows, whin I wad 
be passin' I herd sic' a cry — th' loik o' whic' I na'er herd 
a fo'; nae farther gaein', I harkit me I an' I dinna har 
nathin' more. Good e'en, Michael, gae an' takit to nane." 

" Shure it's afternoon yer manin', Jacob; an' niver fret, 
I have 'ad me lissin in th' dummy business; so good day 
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to yez," grinned Michael raising his hat, as he disappeared 
through the doorway. 

As he passes out to enter upon his duties, we will leave 
England for a time to recross the great ocean — thereby 
learning what our friends are doing in America. 
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CHAPTER VI 

ONE cold October morning, in the year 1871, there 
was a great commotion at 5005 5th Avenue, New 
York City, caused by Lucile Mason running into her 
mother's bedroom very much excited, ahnost screaming 
her words into her mother's startled ears: 

"Mamma, where is Pearl? She cannot be found in 
the house, and her bed has not been slept in. Oh, mamma, 
dear, what has become of Curly? " 

" What on earth is all this racket about, now? " growled 
Mr. Mason. " In order to get any sleep in this house a 
man would have to move it to the North Pole^ and freeze 
up, as there seems to be no rest for the weary within these 
walls," he yawned drowsily — turning over, preparatory 
to taking another nap. 

"Come, James, you get right up! Lucile says that 
Pearl has not been in the house all night, do you under- 
stand," shouted Mrs. Mason, bending down closely to his 
right ear. 

" I will give you to understand one thing, wife, and that 
is that I am not deaf," returned Mr. Mason. " Did you 
search the house thoroughly? " he demanded as he jumped 
to the floor proceeding to quickly clothe himself, while 
Lucile called her answer from the hallway: 

" Yes, papa, we searched every nook and corner 
before disturbing you and mamma. Oh, papa! what has 
become of Curly? If anything should happen to her it 
would just kill auntie and uncle." 

" I have noticed how homesick she has been of late, and 
was about to propose that she return to Chicago for the 
winter, and that Lucile should accompany her." 

" How I wish that you might have told her this, mother, 
dear; she appeared all broken up when informed that 
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papa had postponed the trip abroad until, perhaps, an- 
other year." 

" As the breakfast bell is ringing, let us descend, and, 
while talking the matter over at the table, decide upon that 
which is best; after all. Curly may have gone out, missed 
her train, and will shortly appear or send some word," 
comforted Mr, Mason, as he headed for the dining-room, 
followed by his wife and daughter. 

" A most unfortunate affair, this; I cannot understand 
it. Had Curly a masculine friend, I should say that she 
had eloped. Just hand me Tuesday's paper, Lucile, I was 
too tired after our trip out of town to look it over last 
night; there is an item I am told, of some importance, as 
it concerns me very much in a business way." 

"Here is the paper, papa; please do not read long, 
breakfast is getting cold, and we are so worried." 

"Oh, my God! Help mel My poor, poor sister I" 
moaned Mr. Mason — the paper falling from his tremb- 
ling hands to the floor — his face as pale as 
death itself. 

" What is it? " questioned both wife and daughter, 
rushing to his side and fanning him. 

" Chicago, one big blaze I Michigan Avenue swept from 
sight. All chance of escape barred by the rapid growth 
and spread of the fire, which broke out late Saturday night, 
October the 7th; breaking out afresh on the eighth, Sun- 
day morning," quickly read Lucile aloud, having picked 
up the paper to learn what had so shocked her father. 

" Grod help Pearl and John! From the way it reads, I 
cannot for the life of me see how they could escape. Oh, 
my poor sister! Wife, this is awful; help me to the 
lounge, dear; now raise that window; there; I feel better 
now. That is where Curly has gone — bless her dear 
heart — she read this while we were away and did not wait 
for anybody." 
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" Telegraf foah yo', sah! " called Sam from the door- 
way, 

" It is from Chicago, papal " excitedly exclaimed Lucile 

— tearing it open, a glad light creeping into her eyes as 
she read it aloud: 

" Plano^ Illinois, Oct. 9, 1871. 
"Dear James: 

" All safe. Were at Piano during time of fire, fifty 
miles from Chicago; will leave here soon for New York 
City. Pearl, do not worry about — 

" John Vandeventee.^^ 

" Let us bow our heads to the Almighty,'' said Mr. 
Mason, bending low — remarking afterwards: " That is 
worth millions to me; but to think of all those poor home- 
less souls. I must send a check to the rehef fund; they 
will surely need it. I felt it in my bones that Pearl was 
there; if you observe — John says: 'Pearl do not worry 
about — ' (thus through the operator leaving off the simple 
word — us, were they led astray) . How she learned where 
to locate them and join them so soon is a mystery I fail to 
fathom." 

"Perhaps Pearl received a telegram, and started at 
once," suggested Mrs. Mason. 

" Yes, that must have been it; papa, come to breakfast 

— or will you have yours brought over there? " 

" I am all right now, and will take my accustomed seat, 
and, as usual, will make a good breakfast. Joy was never 
known to kill many people." 

While they are rejoicing over the safety of their loved 
ones, we will leave them, that we may follow Pearl Vande- 
venter Ellisford on her mysterious journey. 

" Alone, at last I " softly murmured Pearl Vandeventer, 
as she entered her boudoir, directly after kissing the family 
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good-bye ere they started on a short journey out of the 
city — to be gone until midnight. 

" I trust that dear auntie and Lucile did not feel hurt 
because I did not accompany them; but I simply could not* 
go, oh, I could not go I After that dream of recent date 
I have grown desperate; in it, I saw him again — away 
up in the tower bedroom. He held out his hands to me 
this time, calling faintly: ' Come, Pearl, wife, or it will 
be too late I ' I am going I He left me this money in case of 
some emergency; now it has come, bringing with it the 
courage to do and dare. I feel as though some unseen 
power was impelling me on — as it did ' Joan of Arc,' 
when she went forth in behalf of France; like her, will I 
go forth in behalf of my good Lord Ellisford, my own 
dear husband. ' Nothing but death shall keep me from 
you. Pearl,' were his last loving words to me, and I now 
echo them back to him." 

Going out to secure her passage, she was successful 
in engaging a stateroom aboard the steamer " New York " 
of the American line; after which, she returned to her 
uncle's home, quickly packed her dress-suit case with sev- 
eral changes and other necessaries; all being in readiness, 
after casting one tearful glance around the room, she sank 
on her knees beside the bed — that she would never sleep 
upon again — offering up a most beseeching prayer to 
Grod; asking His guidance and protection through the 
long, uncertain journey that she was about to start out 
upon; piteously pleading that He will bring her out from 
under the clouds now hanging over her head, by giving 
her strength and courage to face calmly whatever she was 
fated to meet. Arising, she walked from the room, clos- 
ing and locking the door; thinking should Lucile find it 
thus, she would imagine her asleep, and would, on coming 
to this conclusion, seek her own room, and not be kept 
awake all night long, wondering where she had gone. 

[ 124 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEE OF GOLD 

Going softly down the front stairway, she quietly 
opened the door just as the carriage she had engaged 
drove up to the curb; giving orders to the driver, she en- 
tered and was driven to the harbor — her place of em- 
barkation. 

After ten days of stormy weather, the steamer " New 
York " safely entered port with her many weary pas- 
sengers. Pearl had stood the voyage well. On reaching 
London, by water, the passengers were landed in small 
boats; as Pearl had been gradually making a study of 
the entire route — preparatory to making this same trip 
(but under very different circumstances), she found the 
knowledge thus gained very useful in this unlooked-for 
lonely venture. As she was being helped ashore by one of 
the waterman, wearing a badge, she remembered Lord Ellis- 
ford telling her, that they, alone, were bound by the tariff 
with which each passenger is taxed, with their baggage. 

Thus it came to pass, one beautiful morning, on the 
18th of October, 1871, that Pearl EUisford found herself 
alone in the great city of London. Yet so brave was she 
in her secret sorrow that she knew no fear. Calmly hail- 
ing a hansom, she gave orders to the driver, with the air of 
an older traveler, calling up in her clear, sweet voice: 
" West End, Hyde Park — The EUisford House ! " On 
reaching the home of Lord EUisford, the hansom was soon 
rolling through its beautiful driveways. The first thing 
that Pearl did on alighting was to glance upward at the 
tower ^lyindows; whUe her attention was thus engrossed, 
the cabman, not being told to wait, drove rapidly from 
the grounds. 

Pearl, turning around, faced the front of the great man- 
sion; then walked slowly up the broad massive stone steps 
and with a trembling hand rang the bell; as the door 
opened, she was confronted by the pleasant face of Mary 
Maloney. 
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" Is Miss Imogene Sutherland within? " inquired Pearl. 

" Yis, she do be at home, mum ; plaze to be af ther walkin' 
in, an' I do be callin' iv me leddy," respectfully answered 
Mary, while placing a chair at Pearl's disposal ere leaving 
the room. 

Several minutes elapsed before Imogene Sutherland 
entered the reception hall; when Pearl saw her coming, she 
arose to meet her, asking, while looking directly into her 
eyes: 

" Is Lord Henry Ellisford within? " 

Imogene's face became ashen, then collecting herself, 
she put on a surprised look as she questioned thus : 

" Who are you, who inquire for Lord Ellisford? No 
very intimate acquaintance, of that I am assured, or you 
would have known that he has been dead nearly a year, 
having been drowned while crossing the ocean." 

" Lord Ellisford dead? Dead I did you say? " exclaimed 
Pearl, in a dazed way, " drowned on the ocean? " then 
slowly staggering towards the door, while bravely stifling 
her moans, she reached out blindly for the knob. 

" You had better sit down, until you are more composed. 
Miss — Miss — " but Pearl did not supply the missing 
name ; somehow she feared this strangely beautiful woman. 

" Allow me to ring for a glass of wine? " spoke Imo- 
gene kindly. 

" No, thanks," returned Pearl, passing through the 
open doorway, leaving Imogene gazing after her with a 
startled look of perplexed astonishment — plainly dis- 
cernible in her pallid countenance. 

" I wonder who she can be, who could take Lord Henry's 
death so much to heart? I took notice that she did not 
leave her name, when I so plainly hinted for it; she is a 
beauty, and seems like a lady, too. Jacob is following 
her; perhaps he may find out who she is, I will ask when 
he comes in." 
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Jacob Bums, meeting Pearl Ellisf ord as she came down 
the driveway, gave a start, while closely scrutinizing her 
lovely, suffering face with a searching look, and kindly 
asking: 

" An' did naebody let yo' in? " 

" Oh, yes — I got in all right, but I fear I must trouble 
you to help me out," returned Pearl walking very rapidly. 

" I dinna thinkit ony trouble, my lady," said he hurrying 
along until they were nearing the outer great avenue, when 
he quickly raised his hand, shouting: — " Aye, there! My! 
'M.jI — I wad nae further gae — ye dinna kens — there be 
danger! Dinna gae! Guid Guide! my lady! Lackaday! 
lackadayl " 

All too late came the timely warning of Jacob; Pearl 
completely dazed, on hearing the awful news of her hus- 
band's death, walked straight ahead, never noting the gor- 
geous equipage coming rapidly down the avenue, until too 
late to turn out of its way. She was hurled to the ground 
in an unconscious state; one wheel having passed over her 
left ankle. 

The conveyance coming quickly to a standstill, its occu- 
pants (Earl and Lady Mason), alighting and bending 
pathetically over the apparently lifeless form, simultane- 
ously giving a startled look of undisguised wonder on 
beholding the face of the insensible girl. Lady Mason, 
nearly swooning, but quickly rallying, gave orders to have 
the young woman lifted into their carriage; there she was 
gently supported between the white-haired couple, and 
slowly driven to 1201 Hyde Park, where she was carried 
within and laid upon a dainty, long-unused bed, within a 
costly and beautiful chamber. 

" She seems to have some inward trouble, and consider- 
able fever; this must have been gradually coming on, and 
is therefore not wholly due to this accident; she may be on 
your hands some time, and I would advise, Lady Mason, 

[ 127 ] 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE POWEB OF GOLD 

that she be removed to the hospital," concluded the physi- 
cian who had been hastily summoned. 

" Not with that face," thought Lady Mason. " No, 
doctor, we are in a way responsible for this, and shall see 
her through at any cost. You may call as you would on 
the family; and send a trained nurse here at once, please." 

" Your orders shall be obeyed. Lady Mason; but pray 
give yourself no uneasiness, as I do not think this case will 
prove serious. Good morning." 

" Good morning, Doctor Duncal; come back as soon as 
possible, her white face haunts me," charged her ladyship, 
as the doctor was taking his departure. 

When the door closed on the doctor. Lady Mason went 
back to the sick room, and stood gazing long and earnestly 
upon •the face of the unconscious girl. " Who are you? " 
she softly questioned, " who have the power to draw my 
proud heart down to you? and who so resemble my daugh- 
ter — whom we discarded from our now lonely home? " 

As though in answer to her question. Pearl raised her 
right arm, and drawing Lady Mason's face down closely 
to her own, kissed it tenderly, murmuring almost in- 
audibly: "Grandma, dear, dear, grandma." 

" Can her words be true? Is she really our grandchild? 
If so, how came she here? I will. inspect the locket at- 
tached to the chain around her neck, it, somehow, looks 
familiar," whispered shei as with gentle touch her 
trembling hands unclasped the necklace encircling the 
fair throat of the slimibering young woman. 

On touching the tiny spring, two faces met her aston- 
ished eyes; one was that of her own daughter, the other 
her son-in-law, John Vandeventer. She turned to go in 
quest of Earl Mason, but was retarded by the entrance 
of Doctor Duncal, accompanied by the nurse; learning 
that all was well with the sleeping girl, her ladyship gave 
orders to the nurse to call her should the patient show 
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signs of returning consciousness, then hastened away to 
impart her discovery to her husband. 

At the time of Pearl Vandeventer's marriage, her father 
was Lord Mason; owing to the death of his father, several 
years later, he, according to English law and custom, be- 
came an Earl, Viscount, and Baron; the eldest son (when 
the father bears three titles) becomes, by courtesy, a lord; 
this title James K. Mason renounced, when he, like his 
sister, followed the dictates of heart and conscience, and 
married the woman of his choice. Thus it was that he 
became an American citizen, bluntly declaring, when 
notified of his grandfather's death, that he would never 
set foot upon soil, holding honors in which his wife could 
not share. And true to his word, he remained away. 

Earl Mason gazed long and tenderly upon the face in 
the locket — handed to him by his wife, then carefully 
closing the little gold memento of the long ago, he took 
his wife's arm, when the two, without a word to each other, 
returned to the chamber where they stood gazing with 
moist eyes upon the face of this unlooked-for guest, 
when, strange to relate, her eyes slowly opened as she 
whispered: " Grandpa, too! " Falling asleep only to be 
again aroused, when she raised up suddenly screaming 
aloud in agonized tones: "When did he die, grandpa? 
Imogene Sutherland told me Lord Ellisford was dead. 
It is false, grandpa! He is my own dear husband; he is 
not dead, grandpa!'' she shrieked, springing from off 
her pillow, " he is locked in, away up in one of the tower 
bedrooms of the Ellisford House, where Imogene Suth- 
erland is slowly killing him. Go to him grandpa! go! go! 
go!" she cried, sinking back exhausted upon the pillow, 
where she lay for a time as one dead. 

" Come away, dear," pleaded Earl Mason, as he gently 
led her from the chamber to their favorite sitting-room, 
the cozy library, insisting that she lie down, saying: " I 
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will write to son James at once. I must find out how our 
granddaughter came to be in London, and alone, at her 
age. Now lie quiet, dear, while I run over the mail — 
which has accumulated amazingly since we left the city. 
I must just glance over the back papers first; I must keep 
up with the times, as they say," faintly murmured his 
lordship as he imf olded one of the newspapers — the big 
headlines attracting his attention first. After a fleeting 
glance he began reading in an excited tone aloud: 

" Another great fire in the United States I The city of 
Chicago burned to the ground I Michigan Avenue — one 
of the finest residential parts of the city — swept from 
sight, seemingly, in an instant, so rapid was the growth and 
spread of the flames I It is accounted the most terrible 
fire ever known since the great conflagration in London, 
England, during the year 1666." 

"Michigan Avenue I did you say?" screamed Lady 
Mason, springing from ofi^ the couch. " Husband I that 
is the avenue on which our child resided when last we heard 
from her I Rest assured it is this fire that has driven our 
homeless grandchild to us. We know it is she, as we hold 
ample proof — in the strong resemblance of both pictures 
to this child 1 Oh, my daughter 1 our abused little Pearl I 
What a retribution has been dealt out to us for our cruelty 
to you I Oh I how horrible 1 husband, to think of her 
being burned alive I My child I my child I may Grod have 
mercy upon us for our unjust persecution of your own 
dear self — our poor, abused, neglected daughter." 

" Come, wife," said his lordship appealingly, his own 
voice husky and trembling, " I will wire James at once, 
sending letters in the morning. They may, with many 
others, have escaped, and are even now safe in New York 
City with our son. Let us cross the bridge before burning 
it, as at the other side we may learn of better news. 
It must be lunch time; yes, it is just one o'clock; 
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perhaps, if you had a cup of tea it would steady your 
nerves? " 

" I could not touch a drop, dear, I am so completely 
crushed by this awful news," sobbed she, resting her head 
on his shoulder, as he with his own handkerchief gently 
brushed away the tears, 

" My lady, the patient has awakened. She is perfectly 
clear in mind, and has been making inquiries as to her 
whereabouts," said the nurse softly from the doorway. 

Arm in arm, this aged couple went back to the sufferer's 
room, and Lady Mason, while bending lovingly over Pearl 
and tenderly brushing her beautiful curls, questioned, 
" Who art thou? " 

" I am Lord Henry Ellisford's wife, and only living 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. John Vandeventer, of Chicago, 
Illinois, United States of America. I remember it all 
now; I was run down, but how came I here? And who 
are you, who have been so kind to a stranger? " 

"We are your grandparents, dear; but you must not 
excite yourself until you are stronger and out of pain — 
caused by the sprain to your ankle." 

" I remember it all now I " moaned Pearl, great tear- 
drops running adown her pallid face ; " it comes back to me 
* never again to leave imtil death sets me free.' You will 
love me now, grandma, and grandpa, too, will you not? 
And forgive dear mamma and papa! I am so broken- 
hearted," she sobbed, turning her face one side to hide the 
fast-gathering tears. 

Pressing a kiss on her forehead. Earl Mason walked 
quickly from the room, knowing that he could not 
control himself longer, with those seemingly reproachful- 
looking eyes fixed upon his face, as though reading his 
very soul. A short time after his departure, a messenger 
was seen to leave the house — driving at a furious rate; 
the result of which was, two letters and a very long cable- 
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gram were on the way to the United States of 
America. 

When left alone with Pearl, Lady Mason, stooping, 
kissing the sweet, pleading face, then kindly questioned: 
" Pearl, how did you reach London? " 

" If I tell you all about it, you must promise not to scold 
me, grandma?" pleaded she, tenderly clinging to her 
grandmother's neck as she bent down to her. 

" I promise, dear," came the low response, as Lady 
Mason brushed the tears from her eyes; " you may tell me 
everything, and no matter what it may be, grandma wiU 
be your mitigator." 

" To begin with, dear grandma, I have not been to my 
own home since vacation time, which was right after my 
graduation from Wellsley College, when cousin Lucile, 
uncle James's daughter, went home with me. After spend- 
ing my vacation with my dear parents we returned at the 
expired time to New York City, fully expecting to sail 
for Europe on my arrival. It had been decided that I 
should go abroad to finish in music and language, remain- 
ing there two years; Lucile and uncle James were to ac- 
company me, and perhaps auntie Mason. The morning 
after we reached New York City, I learned that, owing 
to very perplexing business complications arising, the trip 
to Europe had been postponed until another year, as uncle 
James was obliged to remain in New York all winter. 
This disappointment (under existing circumstances) was 
greater than I could bear." Pearl then unbosomed the 
first trouble of her young life to her grandmother, re- 
hearsing over again, word for word, the sad story of the 
secret alliance; not even forgetting the pocket-book con- 
taining the money which enabled her to make the journey 
to England. 

When she had completed the story of her short-lived 
but sad experieijce. Lady Mason, knowing that Lord EUis- 
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ford was dead, gently imparted that fact to her; being 
present at the memorial services held in the church, it was 
but natural that she should come to the conclusion that 
her granddaughter was perhaps losing her mind, or was 
threatened with brain fever; this she thought was due to 
the strain upon her young mind, caused by the awful death 
of her parents in the Chicago fire; knowing from the date 
of the conflagration that Pearl would have had ample time 
to reach England, and having met Lord Ellisf ord while 
at her uncle's home, her grandmother attributed the out- 
come of the entire romance to her imagination, all owing 
to her feverish and nervous condition. Taking her hand 
again within her own. Lady Mason coimseled Pearl that 
she must bear up under that which was decreed by the will 
of the Inevitable One: " He is dead, dear, and we want 
you to bear it patiently, that you may grow strong and well 
for those who love you." Having been told that one in 
Pearl's condition should be humored, she allowed her to 
think that she believed the story told her. 

This did not have the effect, however, of quieting her 
granddaughter, who firmly responded: " I do not believe 
that he is dead, grandma; I would die were I to think so; 
there is a something which tells me that he is living; that 
I will meet with him again," declared Pearl, closing her 
eyes and lying so perfectly motionless that Lady Mason, 
becoming alarmed, bent down to discover that she had 
fallen asleep; which was what the doctor had said was 
most needed. Cautioning the nurse not to awaken her, 
grandmother Mason went back to the library; there she 
was handed a telegram from the United States of 
America. While perusing its contents a happy smile 
illumined her face. The message was from her son James, 
in New York City, stating that both Pearl and her hus- 
band were safe, and with him, but were nearly heart-broken 
over the mysterious disappearance of their daughter Pearl 
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from their home. The message also stated that they were 
not in Chicago at the time of the fire, but had lost every- 
thing excepting the few hundred dollars they had taken 
with them. Earl Mason, entering the room at the time of 
the reading of the message. Lady Mason handed the 
telegram containing the glad tidings to him. After a 
swift perusal of the same, he, turning, kissed his wife most 
affectionately, uttering a fervent "Thank GrodI" As 
soon as another message had been sent over from the great 
continent, this couple, who had received so many sorrow- 
ful shocks in one day, went down to their eight o'clock 
dinner, better prepared for food than they were earlier 
in the morning of the same day. Ejiowing the mental 
strain Lady Mason had been undergoing, her husband 
insisted that she retire immediately after dinner; he prom- 
ising to remain up long enough to write a letter containing 
more than he would wish to send in a public telegram. It 
was mutually decided upon that the letter be one of for- 
giveness; urging both son and son-in-law to return with 
their families to London, England, and by taking up their 
residence there permanently, make life to them more 
worth the living. On learning that her granddaughter 
was quietly resting, Lady Mason retired for the night, 
little dreaming of all that the dawning of another day 
would add to their short span of life — making it almost 
complete after so many self-made clouds. 

" What is wanted? " called Earl Mason, at a most un- 
usual hour next morning, in answer to a loud, quick rap- 
ping at his chamber door. 

" Jacob Burns, of the Ellisf ord House is below, and he 
said that he must see your lordship at once I that I should 
tell you it was on a matter of life and death, and would 
brook no delay," answered the maid almost breathlessly 
from the hall. 

Earl Mason, quickly dressing, descended to the library 
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to meet this most imconventional caller, who, after bowing 
respectfully, proceeded in his usual business-like manner to 
unfold the startling nature of his early call — made in the 
name of one supposed to have been long dead. 

Unable to restrain her cimosity, Lady Mason, hurriedly 
dressing, entered the room at the completion of the mes- 
sage; and turning anxiously to her husband, inquired in 
trembling tones: " What is it, dear? *' 

*' It is, wife," returned his lordship, " that Lord Ellisf ord 
is not dead! He is alive! and it may be Pearl's pres- 
ence alone that can save his life. The dear child was right, 
in her supposition, which we could not comprehend while 
attributing it to brain-trouble. Her predictions have all 
come to pass, she is his wife. I will leave you and the 
doctor to break the good news to her, but go carefully. 
Say to Doctor Duncal, that Pearl may be called for at any 
moment if he decides that she can take the chances. If his 
lordship dies, it will mean her life, of this I feel certain; 
and if he pulls through, it may only cost her, for a time, a 
little pain. Good-bye, dear," abruptly concluded Earl 
Mason; when going out he entered the conveyance await- 
ing him, to be driven rapidly away. 

Whither we will precede him, thereby learning why this 
great haste, and why his lordship should be rushed off at 
such an early hour in the morning. 
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CHAPTER VII 

I MUST stop his cries, or I shall have the officers of the 
law down here I" fiercely declared Imogene Suther- 
land, as she paced rapidly up and down the great hallway 
leading to the tower rooms, from whence low, weak moans 
could be occasionally heard as of somebody in pain. 
" Hear himi What am I to do? I cannot dope him, he will 
not take it. Oh, why don't he die? I have grown vile 
enough — but somehow, I cannot do that, I cannot do that 
— he looks so dreadful. Oh I oh! oh! " cried she, covering 
her face with her trembling hands, as though to shut out 
some awful apparition. " I did not reckon upon all this 
when I started in. I can now see the final ending — the 
gallows for one, or death for the other, and the other must 
die. There he is, going again! I will stop him this mo- 
ment ; were I not such a coward I would end my own guilty 
life; then, perhaps, kind nature might assist him to strug- 
gle back to healthy life. I wish I could pray! I believe 
I would almost try it — even now. No, no, it is too late! 
too late! for a sinner like my wicked self!" she fairly 
shouted in her remorseful agony. "Why does not the 
interposing hand of Providence step in to save my guilty 
soul— this one everlasting curse? Hark! " said she, low- 
ering her head, "I hear footsteps! somebody is coming 
this way, perhaps it is the avenging angel! If so, I must 
hide." And as she crouched behind a gi;eat chair, a 
strange glitter slowly creeping into her large dark eyes, 
told its own sad story; told that reason was fast becoming 
dethroned; leaving for human eyes to view — ^in the wreck 
of this poor tempted girl — the fatal power that vain 
grasping tendencies have over the souls of both mankind 
and womankind. 

" There, now," whispered she, springing to her feet> 
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*' they are tapping at the door 1 I will open it cautiously;" 
and peering through the small aperture, she ex- 
claimed with a gasp of relief: "Oh, is it you, Mary? 
Myl how yoti * frightened me. I was expecting to be- 
hold the angel Gabriel, when, lo 1 I see one of Satan's imps ; 
make haste, daughter of Erin's Islel I have an engage- 
ment with Mephistopheles — up in the tower of 
Babylon." 

"Do yez be afther knowin' where Michael do be? his 
sister Kitty Fitzpatrick, — th' wan he was afther thinkin' 
burned up in th' Chicagy fire, did escape wid her life, an' 
is now here to be sayin' iv himself.'* 

" Go over to Jacob I " commanded Imogene — waving 
her hand imperiously; " I have other fish to fry. Hal ha I 
hal I'm coming 1" she shouted, rushing from the room 
and banging the door loudly behind her. 

" Holy mither 1 An' phat do be afther ailin' me leddy ? " 
mumbled Mary Maloney on her way back to the kitchen. 
" An' she called me wan iv Satan's imps — bad cess to her ; 
an* I do be afther th' tellin' iv Michael, so I do." Then 
turning to Kitty, as she entered the kitchen, she said: 
" Come, Kitty, me leddy tald me to take yez over to Jacob, 
an' he do be afther knowin' where Michael is afther bain'." 
Passing out through the open doorway, they kept close to 
the house; when, as they were passing the tower portion 
of the great building, Kitty's quick ^yes detected several 
strings hanging from some window away up in the tower, 
with pieces of paper tied to the end of each, when she cried 
out in her comic way: 

"Holy smoke! an' wad yez be afther saain' iv thim 
koit-tails 1 " Then springing from off the ground, as she 
passed, she grasped one of the strings, and while so doing 
there came a low scream from above, as of some one in 
pain; but so interested were the girls in their find that they 
did not seem to hear it. After looking closely at the paper 
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attached to the end of the string, Kitty handed it to Mary, 
saying: 

" Shure they do be writin* on it; rade it, Mary, yer eyes 
do be bether than me own." Mary taking it, began read- 
ing aloud: 

"Jacob, or Michael: 

" If you read this, come to my assistance at oncel Imo- 
gene Sutherland is slowly murdering me., I have been 
locked up in one of the tower bedrooms for nearly a year; 
and am writing this with a pin dipped in my own blood. 
Imogene Sutherland told me that you all think I was 
drowned while crossing the ocean, but I was not; I am 
the only one (to my knowledge) who escaped. I came 
home in the night, and, being chiUed, came up here with 
Imogene to get some wine, which must have been drugged, 
as it put me in an unconscious state; it was some time be- 
fore I awakened, when I judged from what little my be- 
wildered mind could grasp that I had been ill for weeks. I 
have tried hourly and daily to make my condition known 
to you all. The room I occupy has been turned into a 
veritable prison, and I am powerless and at the mercy of a 
maniac. For heaven's sake, help me before it is too late I 

" Henry Elusfobd.^^ 

At the conclusion of the reading of this strange note, a 
cry of : *' Help I murder 1 help I help I " rang faintly out upon 
the air, causing both girls to run breathlessly into Jacob's 
headquarters, where the looked-f or men were standing — 
seemingly engaged in earnest conversation with a noble- 
looking, gray-haired lady, who appeared quite startled 
on beholding the unlooked-for callers. 

" Kitty I begorrahl " shouted Michael on beholding his 
long-absent sister, whom he had given up as dead; then 
taking her in his arms, he gave her a rousing smack; when 
she, breaking away, screamed: " She's murtherin' me Lord 
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EUisfordl be afther radin' iv that," said she, pointing to the 
note in Mary's hands, "thin run fer yer lives I" Just 
then a much louder cry was heard, which sounded as though 
some lost soul was singing its own requiem. The gray- 
haired woman, grasping the situation first, rushed from 
the barn, outdistancing them all, though quickly followed 
by Jacob and Michael, who pushed both girls to one side 
on catching the full significance of the hastily read note. 
Kitty Fitzpatrick reached the scene of horror, barely in 
time to prevent, an awful murder.. Lord Ellisford, hav- 
ing been overcome in his weak state, lay on the floor wholly 
at the mercy of the infuriated maniac, who was about to 
strike the fatal blow, when the gray-haired woman, rush- 
ing behind the would-be murderess, tore the instrument 
of death from her hands; Jacob and Michael grappling 
with her, when, with the desperation of an enraged tigress, 
she pushed thein both aside, and dashing through the open 
doorway ran directly to her room — barricading the door; 
for a few seconds all was quiet; suddenly, two shots fired 
in rapid succession, resounding throughout the house, pro- 
claimed the awful suicide within. 

Lord Ellisford realizing that help was at hand, fainted 
away; with tears filling their eyes, Jacob and Michael ten- 
derly carried him from the foul air of that living tomb, 
where he had been incarcerated through all those long 
weary months of suffering. Placing him upon his long- 
unused couch, physicians were at once simamoned, who, 
after holding a hasty counsel, ordered two trained nurses. 
Through it all it was noted that Kitty Fitzpatrick did not 
leave the room; when Lord Ellisford was being bathed 
and clean linen about to be put on him, it was f oimd that a 
roll of something was held tightly within one hand, which 
no amoimt of persuasion on their part could induce him 
to surrender; when the gray-haired woman coming for- 
ward said: " Please allow me to try? " Then bending over 
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him, she whispered the magic words — which nobody 
seemed to miderstand — but such as they were they acted 
like a charm, his fingers relaxing as he readily gave the 
paper up to her. On opening it, one glance told her that 
it was a certificate of marriage; this she immediately held 
up for Doctor Vandome's inspection, who, on reading it, 
remarked: " This must be the Pearl whom he is constantly 
calling for combined so often with the name of mother, 
and we milst find her." Then leaving strict orders to have 
perfect quiet, he left the room to hold coimsel with other 
doctors who had assembled to more thoroughly discuss this 
heartrending case, 

OflScers of the law arriving, broke into Imogene Suther- 
land's room, to find her lifeless body lying on the floor. 
She had sent two bullets into her brain, dying, the doctors 
said, instantly; passing into that great unknown, with her 
life's record seemingly beyond pardon in all its earthly 
sinfulness; thereby forcibly illustrating the baneful har- 
vest of the evil-doer. She was laid to rest, despised and 
unmoumed by her worldly associates; but let us hope and 
pray that the Great Judge was more merciful than they; 
more leniently kind in His decision 1 So yoimg and beau- 
tiful, — what a pity that her gifts were not more evenly 
distributed. As Christ would say: "Judge not, lest ye 
be judged." 

The next day, London, as well as the civilized countries 
of the world, were shocked by the awful story of Lord 
Ellisf ord's incarceration and would-be murder, by one of 
his own kin whom he had supported and given a handsome 
home. The Morning Post sent the awful news resoimd- 
ing throughout West End's fashionable community, tell- 
ing of the notes that were written with a pin dipped in his 
own blood — all this was printed in red ink. The spacious 
driveways were filled at all hours with carriages containing 
friends, inquiring solicitously as to his condition. 
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" If we are successful in finding this woman whom he 
calls wifef* said Doctor Vandome to Kitty Fitzpatrick 
the next day, " it may be the means of saving his life. His 
chief words seem to be^ * Pearl/ and ' mother'," reiterated 
he, again bending down to scan the face of the uncon- 
scious patient. " Without those two, I feel powerless to 
act" 

"Doctor I" softly called Jacob from the doorway, 
" Earl Mason do be below, an' he wad takit wi' yo'." 

When the doctor returned to the room, a few moments 
later his face wore a very knowing expression, as he cheer- 
fully explained: " We have found Pearl — or I should say 
Lady Ellisford. She is Earl Mason's granddaughter. 
She will be here in a very short space of time. When she 
arrives I will seat her beside the bed, so that when he awak- 
ens, his eyes will rest upon her first of all. It may be 
almost miraculous in this case." 

" Docthorl " whispered Mary Maloney, one hour later, 
" yer af ther bain' wanted in th' library, by a leddy an' 
gintleman." 

The doctor did not return alone this time; as leaning on 
his arm was a very beautiful young woman who walked 
exceedingly lame. She was seated beside Lord EUisf ord's 
bed and requested to take his hand within her own — keep- 
ing her eyes fixed on his face; which she did — with her 
whole soul seemingly expressed in that loving gaze. Kitty 
Fitzpatrick stepped softly to her side — then moved a little 
farther back, as the nurse, approaching the doctor, whis- 
pered, " I saw his eyelids flutter." At almost the same 
instant Lord Ellisford raised his drooping lashes, his tired 
blue eyes, looking straight into Pearl's brown eyes, a 
faintly beautiful smile passing over his pale face, as his 
fingers closed over hers — he softly murmuring — 
"Pearll". 

" Yes, dear," answered Lady Ellisford, placing her fin- 
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ger to her lips by way of enjoining silence, then, stooping 
— kissed his burning lips. 

" Mother? *' muttered he, as his eyes wandered seareh- 
ingly around the room; when, to the consternation and 
amazement of all present, Kitty Fitzpatrick stepping 
forward, bent lovingly over him, fondly kissing him on 
the forehead — in her sweet voice replying: " We are all 
with you, dear son; but I must ask you not to try to talk 
much until you are stronger." 

" Tell me, mother, dear," he pleaded in an awe-stricken 
tone of voice, " is this heaven? " 

" No, dear; you have been very ill, and the doctor does 
not wish you to exert yourself at the present time." 

" I remember it all, now, mother, dear; where is she? " 
he questioned shudderingly. 

"Dead I" broke in Doctor Vahdome, stepping to the 
bedside; " she has gone where she can do no more harm; 
now please do not question any further at present," gently 
commanded this man of medicine, as he walked from the 
room. 

Thus reassured, and surrounded by his loved ones, his 
lordship sank into a refreshing slumber. On awakening 
two hours later, he called for food; the nurse bringing him 
beef tea, which Pearl fed to him slowly; he seeming to 
enjoy it, although he was not allowed to partake of much. 
His eyes were constantly fixed on his wife's lovely face, 
while she, regardless of her own constant pain, bore bravely 
up — as she had always done — for his dear sake. Owing 
to the loving care and tender sympathy with which he was 
surrounded. Lord Ellisford gained rapidly. At the end 
of two weeks, he was up and dressed; three weeks later, 
found him seated in the commodious library awaiting the 
arrival of his new relations from the other side of the 
ocean, who, with other interested parties, were to assemble 
to hear all about the last will and testament of the late 
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Lord Henry Ellisf ord — also the history of the " woman 
in black " who so mysteriously left this will at the ofl5ce of 
Brown & Co., at Lincoln's Inn Fields, several years after 
his lordship's demise. 

The relatives arrived one hour before the appointed time, 
Pearl, almost flying into the arms of her parents, was 
fully assured by their warm welcome that the past was 
freely forgiven, if not entirely forgotten. 

"Hal hal you old rascal," blurted out James Mason, 
while firmly holding Lord Ellisford's thin hands within 
his own. " I hear you've been sort o' locked up — don't 
look as though they 'ad given you any too much to eat, old 
fellow; most unlucky trip that, I reckon you think? " Then 
taking Pearl up in his strong arms he gave her a good 
old-fashioned kiss, smihngly remarking, as he looked into 
her happy eyes: " Why, bless my stars. Curly 1 you are a 
regular Joan of Arc." 

Lucile coming next in Une, extended to them both her 
loving congratulations — calling Lord Ellisf ord " cousin 
Henry." So composed and happy did she appear, her 
mother began to think her fears regarding her daughter 
and Lord Ellisf ord were groimdless; which plainly proves 
that outward appearances are often deceiving, as there ex- 
isted for a time no woman more sad at heart than she — who 
had loved and lost, yet still retained the inborn courage 
which enabled her to look bravely through her own sor- 
row with smiles upon the happiness of those two whom she 
so dearly loved. 

The arrival of the executors, followed by Doctor Zac- 
quail, and a number of reporters, brought the merry greet- 
ing of dear ones to a close ; when it was formally announced 
that, as all was in readiness, the events of the past years 
would be discussed and the many mysteries surrounding 
this mysterious drama would be explained to the entire satis- 
faction of everybody. The servants who had taken so 

[143] 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE POWER OF GOLD 

humane a part in behalf of their beloved master and mis- 
tress were present — not only as witnesses but as guests of 
honor; proudly wearing the gold watches which had been 
presented to them — accompanied by a sum of money ex- 
ceeding in amount far beyond their expectation. 

There was silence in the room, when Lady Ellisf ord was 
called upon to relate her sad experience first. She was 
sitting to the left of her son. Lord Henry, who held her 
trembling hand within his own, by way of giving her 
courage to proceed with her painful recollections. Pearl 
Ellisf ord was seated to the right of her husband, she, too, 
wearing an anxious look on her pretty face, as she silently 
awaited the rending of the veil that would throw light on 
the dark past that had for so many years enshrouded in 
mystery the noble woman that she had learned to call 
mother. 

" One evening, in the long ago, some time after I was 
forced to leave my home (under very humiliating circum- 
stances) , I read in my secret place of refuge of the sudden 
and serious illness of my husband; putting aside our past 
differences, I decided to return to him, waiting until late 
in the evening, thinking that if he were cross there would 
be nobody around to gloat over my discomfiture. In thus 
returning to my unhappy home I had two objects in view. 
One was to tell my husband that I had forgiven him; the 
other, to learn the whereabouts of my little son. 

" That memorable night as I entered his room, after so 
long an absence from his roof, I shall ever remember; he 
clasped me in his arms, begging my forgiveness over and 
over again," said she, pausing to compose herself ere she 
could proceed. " After my husband had calmed down, he 
directed me to a drawer wherein lay a sealed package, which 
he handed to me, saying: ' If I should die suddenly, be- 
fore you come home to remain, place this package in the 
hands of Brown & Co., of Lincoln's Inn Fields, for safe 
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keeping.' I did not know at the time all that the envelope 
contained; but had I have known I would have been spared 
many years of suffering and sorrow. I placed the pack- 
age in one of my large cloak-pockets — which garment I 
had thrown over a chair preparatory to sitting beside my 
husband — when he suddenly threw up his hands, falling 
back on the pillow as though in the agony of death; I saw 
at once that it was another attack of heart failure and 
hastened to his assistance, regardless of his frantic efforts 
to have me leave him. He said if I were found alone with 
him after our separation, and he should die, I might be 
accused of being the direct cause of his death. While 
thus giving me counsel, he grew worse — expiring in my 
arms! All through his death struggles he kept pointing 
to the door mutely beseeching me to go; but I did not leave 
him imtil his soul had taken flight; then, more fully com- 
prehending his words and looks, I became frightened and 
fled from the house, most f ortimately meeting with nobody 
— but our dear old dog Rover, who was silenced at the 
soimd of my voice and went back to his kennel. 

" The next morning, after reading of Lord EUisford's 
death in an extra which had been sent out, I calmed myself 
and started for my home; in my grief wishing that I had 
borne more patiently the troublesome life I had been fated 
to have meted out to me. On my arrival, Imogene Suth- 
erland met me at the door, excitedly pushing me into a side 
room from off the hall where sat her mother (my sister-in- 
law) , weeping. Npt fully comprehending their strange ac- 
tions, I dropped into a chair, staring in breathless silence 
questioningly into their faces while awaiting an explana- 
tion. I had not long to wait; Imogene told me in tragic 
whispers that were I seen around the house, I would be ac- 
cused of doing away with my husband, Jacob having de- 
clared that he saw the form of a woman leaving Lord Ellis- 
ford's apartments by one door as he entered his master's 
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room by another, and found him dead, as all London was 
aware of our separation, she further added, the law would 
base its foul suspicion on me as being the direct cause of his 
sudden and unlooked-for death. Remembering how anxious 
my husband was that I should not be found in his presence, 
I really believed that which was told to me, piteously beg- 
ging of them to save me from the awful clutches of the 
law. After taking one last sad look at my husband, I en- 
tered a closed carriage, properly disguised, accompanied by 
Imogene. We were driven some distance — ^judging from 
the time it took us to make the journey. Before 
alighting, Imogene took my watch, giving me in 
return a silver one, saying that as it had my 
name engraved upon it danger of discovery might 
result from my carrying it. During the journey, 
we discussed, in low tones, plans as to where would be the 
best place to take me for the present. It was finally de- 
cided that I be placed in a convent under the name of 
Kitty Fitzpatrick — giving as a reason for this that I was 
of infirm mind, caused by the sudden death of my mother. 
I remained there for some time — constantly guarded, but 
always being treated with great kindness. One day it sud- 
denly occurred to me that I had not delivered the sealed 
package entrusted to me by my husband; so, watching my 
opportunity, I stole forth from the convent, going direct to 
the home of the humble friend who had so kindly taken 
me in when I was driven from my own home. I found 
on my arrival that she was dead, but had left the package 
with her husband, who had sacredly guarded it, always 
feeling that I would some day call for it. On receivihg 
the document, I left the house, going over to Lincoln's Inn 
Fields, and departing directly after I had delivered the 
package, saying, by way of excuse, that I would call the 
next day. On my return to the convent, I found the sis- 
ters much excited over my long absence, and my straying 
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off in that manner without protection. When Imogene 
was informed of my going out, she came over one day and 
took me to Ellisford House, where I was held a prisoner 
for so long a time up in those horrible tower bedrooms," said 
she, shuddering at the hate remembrance of those awful 
days. " While confined within the walls of my own house, 
all news of any kind was withheld from me, thus it was that 
I became mostly a nonentity, as regarding the outside 
world. Up there I was very cold at times, often remain- 
ing in bed both night and day to keep from freezing. 
When one meal was carried up, it at times had to be eaten 
cold the next day, so, as Imogene said, to avoid suspicion. 
The meals sent up-stairs were always left in Imogene's 
room, and brought to me by her. Becoming desperate, at 
times I would decide to give myself up and face the courts 
with their forbidding and stem- faced judges, trusting to 
having leniency shown in my behalf; when, at such times, 
Imogene would adroitly bring up the case of Mrs. May- 
brick, dwelling upon it in such a manner that I, becoming 
terror-stricken, concluded to abide by my seeming destiny, 
praying that death would soon come to my relief. 

"One evening (not very long ago) , some time after dark, 
I was taken in a closed carriage to Doctor Zacquail's asy- 
lum, where I must say that I was treated with great 
courtesy and kindness, from which place I eloped with 
Pat Doolin, after he succeeded in * making me talkl * " 
smilingly remarked Lady Ellisford; when, at the same 
time. Doctor Zacquail, looking over at Michael Fitzpatrick, 
the two burst into a hearty laugh, followed by Lord Ellis- 
ford and his mother, much to the amazement of those who 
did not imderstand the joke. " When Michael and I arrived 
at the Ellisford House (which was one day when I was 
out riding) , knowing that Imogene would not be at home, 
Michael brought me here, Jacob giving up his rooms in the 
bam, which had been comfortably fitted up, where I was to 
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stay in hiding, until I could coUect evidence enough that 
would protect me from the awful power of Imogene Suth- 
erland. I must say, right here, that Jacob Bums and 
Michael Fitzpatrick well deserve aU they have received, 
which is considered smaU remuneration for the kindly and 
humane service rendered by them, aside from the fact 
that Kitty Fitzpatrick stands at the head; she must have 
been driven out of Chicago just in time to become our 
mascot, as it is to her my dear boy owes his life. But for 
her timely warning, he would have passed beyond human 
aid. I will now make way for Lord EUisford to relate 
his sorrowful experience." 

Remaining seated, Lord EUisford made his story as brief 
as possible, while telling of his awful life up in the tower 
bedroom, where he would go days at a time, hungry and 
thirsty, being afraid to eat or drink, not knowing but that 
it might contain poison. " I could have made my con- 
dition known, I think, were it not for the long run of fever, 
which took my strength and courage away; then having 
no nourishment of any kind to lead me back to life I gradu- 
ally grew weaker. 

" One day I took poison through eating fruit which she 
had left in the rooin while I was asleep; into this fruit she 
must have injected poison, as I seemed, after eating it, 
very near death's door. After that experience I was very 
careful; I cannot understand how I lived through it all; 
this I do know, that a most merciful providence had a hand 
in bearing me up and in sparing my life. When I thought 
of Pearl and mother, I could not die. I consider my suf- 
fering as nothing compared to mother's. And right here, 
I request that you will all join with me in saying 'God bless 
you,' to Lady EUisford; my own dear, patient little wife 
— who never once, through aU those dark days of dread 
uncertainty, even for one moment doubted or lost faith in 
my integrity and honor. To my faithful servants, I have 
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said all that I could find words to express my feelings in, 
but have failed in my own estimation in doing them justice. 
I will say once more, I thank you one and all, most earn- 
estly, from the depth of my heart/' When Lord Ellis- 
ford ceased speaking low sobs were heard throughout the 
library, but as Doctor Zacquail arose, all became quiet 
again. 

The doctor went through briefly the sketch of his busi- 
ness transaction with Imogene Sutherland; fearing that 
he might be standing upon dangerous ground, he told 
everything, allowing (for his own good) that he was try- 
ing to sift the mystery, in order to ascertain if a wrong 
had been done to his patient — Kitty Fitzpatrick; as he 
had never in any way committed himself to Pat Doolin, 
and had been very kind to Lady EUisf ord, during her so- 
journ at the asyliun, he had won from her a feeling of deep 
respect. The reading of Imogene's letters and his own — 
referring to the offer of marriage — drew forth many 
smiles. In speaking of Michael, he always used the alias 
— " Pat Doolin,'' at whom he laughingly shook his fist 
on coming to the final ending — where the elopement, took 
place. 

Michael and Jacob told their part, each in his character- 
istic manner; Michael's recital drawing forth much laugh- 
ter; while Jacob's dignified, straightforward story caused 
the tears to flow. At the conclusion, everybody departed 
but the Rev. Dr. Crout; he remaining by special invitation, 
as he had come to welcome the long-absent ones back to 
England; after which he offered up a most beautiful 
and affecting prayer in behalf of all present, touching im- 
pressively upon the reunion of the estranged. With 
promises to call again and often. Doctor Crout bade them 
good-bye, leaving the reunited to enjoy their dearly earned 
happiness. 

At the urgent request of Earl and Lady Mason, their 
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daughter and son-in-law consented to reside permanently 
at 1201 Hyde Park, London, England. James K. Mason, 
also concluding to resimie his title — that of Lord Mason 
— thereby completing the drama by agreeing to spend 
the remainder of his days in dear old England — the land 
of his birth. From rumor, we also learn that a certain 
titled gentleman has been paying considerable attention 
to Lady Lucile Mason, which predicts, contrary to past 
reports, a most happy future for this very estimable young 
woman. 

As Earl and Lady Mason carefully reviewed the dark 
past, vows of earnest contrition were exchanged between 
parents and children, as to what should follow hereafter. 
Thereby satisfying the claims of an accusing conscience, 
by stifling the sad remembrance of what might have been 
their happy lot through all those lost years but for the 
" Power of Gold " — the direct instigator of all grasping 
selfishness, ever goaded on by haughty pride, which pre- 
cedeth — destruction I 

Truth crushed to earth, shall rise again; 

The eternal years of God are hers; 
But error, wounded, writhes with pain. 

And dies among its worshippers. 

— Bryant. 
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